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>> 





>> To my left there isa bleach-blond girl wearing ап Abercrombie shirt, GAP jeans, with an 


>> Eddie Bauer backpack 


and Nike shoes. To my right, a group of boys talks about the latest 


>> episode of The Real world and how big of a slut so-and-so is. 


>> 
>> Ijust walk to the lab to 


type a report. І sitat the latest in Macintosh technology, but 


»» my concentration is interrupted when a freshman girl comes up to me and asks if I'm 


>> apunk. 
>> 


>> "Maybe," | reply. "What does it matter to you?" 


>> 


>> "Well, you must shop at Hot Topic! " she squeals, confident. she's right. "That's where | got 


>> these pants!” 
>> 


>> [just roll my eyes. "| shop at resale stores or make my own.” 


>> 


>> "Oh." Her eyes, caked with eyeliner, cast down and then back up again. "Well, you must 


»» like Avril Lavigne then. 
>> 


You dress like her." 


>> It'sthen that! realize that teenaged society is nothing more than a wasteland of drones, 
>> aprototype for a conformist future, afuture where the flock rules the world and the little 


»» army of rebels, artists, 
>> 

>> TraciHagan 

>> Chicago, Illinois 


individuals and freaks are driving into the darkness. 











>> Status: 





>> Denial!? MEI? No wayıt | have nothingto deny. Now, if you'll 
>> excuse me, I'm gonna drive my Suburban down to the corner 
>> 7/11and buy some Marlboros anda half-case of coors, Then, 
>> X-box baby, YEAH! Grand Theft Auto!! 

>> 

>> Denial. Ha! You're in denial; my life ROCKS!!! 

>> 

>> tiaugn 
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Image: 011103-N-3642E-008.jpg 
Description: USS Nimitz Port Visit Hawaii 
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011103-N-3642E-008 Pearl Harbor, Hawaii (Nov. 3, 2001) -- USS Nimitz (CVN 68) 
Arizona Memorial as Sailors spell out "FREEDOM" and man the rails of the ship a: 
Pearl Harbor for a liberty visit. The stop is the first port call for Nimitz following a 
South America while on the way to the her homeport of San Diego, Calif. U.S. Na 
Photographer's Mate 2nd Class Shawn Patrick Eklund. (RELEASED) 
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RADI JACKET By NIKE 


USS ABRAHAM LINCOLN, SEPTEMBER 11, 2002 
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К No matter How temote the landscape; Ho fatte 
how perilous thé combat environment, only 
ae ‘delivers unconditional tactical mobility. 
Day or hight, in virtually any weather, Chinook 
trahsports troops, artillery ahd equipment and 
provides logistics support like nothing else. Its 
Unique flexibility and Heavy-lift capability make І 
the ideal platform for all combat, disastér ана 


humanitarian missions, Unconditional perform- 
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LAST WEEK THERE WERE A FEW DAYS I WOKE UP TOTALLY 
confused. The bedroom looked strangely familiar, but I didn't 
know where I was. Am I on vacation? No... I'm in Chicago... 
okay. But what street? Is this my own place? It reminds me a 
little of the disorientation I felt when I discovered my mom's 
body a year ago February. 

he hadn't returned phone calls for over a week, and when 
she didn’t call on my birthday I knew she was dead. Knowing 

it didn’t help to prepare me whatsoever. I remember propping 
open her apartment door with an old vacuum cleaner that was 
lying there. I called out, “Mom? Are you home? Mom?” I 
walked further into the front hall. “I’m coming in! Mom?" 

It was sunny outside, but her lights were on. It was unusually 
warm. As always, it smelled like stale cigarette smoke. I passed а 
small table where keys and laundry change live, and a brief calm 
came over те... maybe she finally checked herself into rehab. 
That's why she’s not been here to answer the phone. She's finally 
going to get it together. I pictured her worn but standing tall in 
an AA meeting across town. 

Isaw the door to her ТУ room was open a few inches- ће 
blinds were pulled as if somebody were trying to sleep despite 
the daylight. I nudged the door and was able to make out the 
shape of my mom’s bare feet — she was lying where she usually 
slept - atop a small mattress on the floor. I stepped in and saw 
that her eyes were squinted closed and her mouth open. Her skin 











was the color of twilight. My mother was dead. I ran out of there 
briskly. “I love you mom,” I hiccuped frantically as the door 
shut behind me. I called my dad on the cell phone and he said, 
“Are you sure? Did you check her pulse?" I didn't want to go 
back in there. He said to call the ambulance. I called 911. I was 
calm. I was on task. I gave them all the information, but when 
they asked where I was I had absolutely no idea. 

When you're standing on magnetic north, the compass 
just spins. 

Each time it happens I gradually come to understand that I am 
indeed in my regular bedroom in my regular apartment with my 
regular girlfriend. Or am I? I can’t explain away the terror of not 
recognizing my own bedroom of three years, The awareness 
cores me like an apple. 

Itis night now and Pm looking up at the stars, or what I can 
see of them through the orange light that permanently dom 
our metropolis. I’m trying to imagine the constellations through 
the haze. Trying to connect the dots. I get the feeling that I’m 
standing in the past. That the real world is still a year or so ahead 
of me. This new point of reference is unusual and exciting. Гуе 
spent years and years thinking just the opposite = that the real 
world passed me by ages ago. Hey, Гуе been feeling a lot of 
emotions lately. 
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THE YEAR IS 1992. THE EARTH SUMMIT SEIZES THE PLANETARY People worry that the economy has come unhinged from the 
imagination, and we are all moving forward to the Age of environment, but that isn’t really the problem. The problem is 
Aquarius, a churning mass of humanity with the Next World in that the two are so tightly linked. The last ro years summed 
our eyes. That same year, the US Congress approves commercial up in six words: an economic boom; an ecological bust. The 


use of the internet. A faint vibration in the air: boom. ideology of endless growth represents an ever-expanding assault 
Eight years later, world economic growth in the year 2000 on the air, land and water. 

alone exceeds that of the entire 19th century. These are the final How to reverse the process? The classical economists have 

days of turbocapitalism- the Dow peaks at just over 11,700 on an answer: get that Dow back on to the up and up. Grow the 

January 14 of the new millennium, then begins its slow-motion || economy and use the wealth to fix the world. This time, the 


pratfall. As the ticker tape snarls, a few people dimly remember mad scramble for hype and cash will Бе dolphin-friendly and 
something about “the end of nature.” fully recyclable. 
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Theself-organizing principles of markets that have emerged in human cultures Over the past 10,000 
er tj t 10,000 years ars 


in conflict with the self-organizing principles of ecosystems that have evolved over the past 3.5 billion years. 





YEARS PA 
living in an age of grand experiments. They are not consciously chosen; 
have emerged out of our global culture’s various paths of inertia, self-interest, 
neophilia, hard-wired impulse and plain human invention. Some of the experiments are 
harder to see than others, but all of them meet certain criteria. They affect every person, 
from the penthouses of New York to the nomadic camps of the Sahel. They are true in 
this moment ап experiment із not a prediction. One more thing: in each case, there is 
some doubt about the outcome. 


IN DULL ABSORPTION AND THEN SUDDENLY, A REALIZATION: WE ARE 
instead, they 











In 1999, Pulitzer prize winning science writer Jonathan Weiner looked over the 
millennial predictions of 30 great thinkers from around the world and concluded with 
we will live in interesting times. Five concurrent experiments span 
the globe, he wrote, and each of us is а datum in their progress. Weiner looks at the 
experiments without particular anxiety or excitement, but at least he’s prepared to 
look. This is not, as they say, a test 


the proverbial curs 








We are living through a human population experiment. A child born today comes 
squealing into a world of more than six billion people. Her grandparents were likely 
born when the planet housed about two billion, the number that today live in India 
and China alone. The best available predictions su 
at about 10 billion, but no one knows. For now, it’s going up, a constant crescendo of 
social complexity. 





gest this experiment will plateau 








Next up is global warming. We're living it, and it has proved anything but 
predictable. Wildfires savage one area; flooding another. A killer cold snap strikes 
Bangladesh; history's largest iceberg calves off of Antarctica. The contrarians are 
hopping- not one of these events can absolutely, beyond-a-doubt be ascribed to global 
warming. Still, there's not much point in trying to divorce any act of the climate from 
the fact it’s getting hotter out there. W 
temperature inches upward the experiment is getting more interesting and absorbing 
to watch.” 











ciner's at his most deadpan: “As the planet's 


The 
much more than the timeline of our species as Homo faber, the tool-maker. It conceals 


г is technology, currently indivisible from human civilization. But technology is 





a subtler psychological experiment in which we now expect that technology will save 
us from our direst crises, among them the outcomes of technologies past, present and 
future. The greatest threat of all, in fact, may be our growing freedom to immerse 

ourselves in a world of illusion where the problems of distant reality don't even exist. 





With technology, we now frequently decide the terms of evolution. We routinely 
end the evolutionary cycles of entire species, or make radi 
of their natural selection. We ci 
choosing the path of our own evolution, which now includes the option of a post 
hum: 





al changes in the conditions 


te new species and, of course, we are constantly 
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Each of these experiments is active; none is a genie in a bottle. We have choices 
within each, however, and this brings us to Weiner's fifth experiment: our endless 
groping for a way to make sense of what we do. E.O. Wilson calls it the search for 
"consilience," fora New Enlightenment that can hold within its logic the total 
complexity of the past and present, science, art and religion, along with all our 
aspirations, fears, ragged dreams and honed philosophies, and everything that might 
car 
experiment that we pr 
outcome is up in the air 





us beyond the narrow bands of our individual lives, because there is a sixth 
fer to ignore: the human experiment on Planet Earth. Its 
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> 
>> Ihave a friend, and she has те! 


into alarva. All of a sudden she's а 


s> punk, buying $60 pants from HotTopic and listening to blink-182.| just hate it that it 
>> doesn't mean anything to her. She idolizes one of my ex-friends who has ascrewed 


>> uplife, so she fabricates a life wherein she is depressed, deep, and no one can 
>> understand h in't deal with it anymore. ifi tell 


er. What a mystery. ‘Whatarrenigma. Cel 
>> heriwish she'd stop being a whore and a druggle she cuts herself. Two weeks ago 
>> sheandihadan argument abo! (d if itis, indeed, self-destructive. 
WWW.NIXONNOW.CO! 


‚ut American life ant 
»» Guess what side she was on. Is there a correlation? Is love of country hatred 
5» of yourself? 


>> 
» Ue 





tamorphosed back ii 


gavotte 
FROM TOKION, ISSUE NO. 28 


Your recent issue [Adbusters #44] 
inspired this thought: we torture animals 
in the slaughterhouse; then we eat them 
(with all the hormones, antibiotics, waste 
and nastiness we feed them) and become 
riddled with diseases; then we torture 
them with research on how to cure our 
diseases. What cruel cycle! It seems 
the smartest thing to do is to grow your 
own garden, or support vegetarian 
organic farmers. 
MAGGI JANE 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


Thad a mental collapse a few years ago 
that I believe was a direct result of my 
physical environment (car, suburbi 
corporate culture). Instead of killing 
myself, I killed the life 1 knew =I quit my 
job, divorced my husband and moved 
to London, England. It didn’t take long 
to figure out that running away wasn’t 
my best solution. I moved back to Little 
Rock and began analyzing the broken 
pieces that were my life. I remarried my 
husband (who, bless his heart, was 
suffering from the same symptoms) and 
now have a wide circle of friends. Lam 
involved in life, and I feel alive. Although 
I still get pissed off about American 
culture, I don’t feel like a victim anymore. 
LENNIE K. BRYAN 
Little Rock, Arkansas 





I would like to crush up my Marlboros 
and leave them alone for good. I would 
like to tell all the designers to quit using 
anorexic girls for models. I would like to 
slap my macroeconomics professor in the 
face, tell her that the GDP is not the best 
measure of “progress,” and tell her about 
ecological economics. I would like to take 
back all the spaces that corporate chains 
have stolen from small, family-owned 
businesses in my town. I'd like to smash 
up all the suvs I see. I'd like to kill myself 
the next time I’m in Wal-Mart ona 
Saturday morning. 
KATHERINE REEL 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 





I find it funny and sad that criticism of 
Israel so quickly becomes “anti-Israel 
propaganda” to Doug Greener [Letters, 
Adbusters #44]. It’s even more funny and 
sad how the Jewish Israeli people have 
not learned from the Holocaust - that 


taking people’s land, installing curfews 
with hard military watch, limiting access 
to hospitals, destroying homes and killing 
people for their desire for basic human 
rights, are all horrible things to do. The 
most pathetic thing of all is that when 
Isee Ariel Sharon in the media, I see only 
a fat, newborn Adolf Hitler. 
TOM FAIRMAN 
Melbourne, Australia 


Doug Greener, it is my sad duty to 
inform you that the state of Israel is in 
fact a corporation, established by the 
British government and bankrolled and 
controlled by its US government 
“watchdog.” Don’t believe me? What 
percentage of Israel's budget is paid for 
in US dollars? Where do most of Israel's 
guns, fighter jets and tanks come from? 
What percentage of Israel's nuclear 
weapons program is supported by 
Westinghouse, General Electric and other 
US companies? (Did you know that Israel 
could have as many as 300 nukes, while 
the rest of the Middle East has a grand 
total of zero?) 

How many Israeli Jews under 30 have 
read a single line of the Zohar? How 
many McDonald's in Tel Aviv? Do you 
believe that when the oil runs out or is по 
longer needed, Israelis will not be as dirt 
poor as the Palestinians? My 
advice is to treat the Arabs 
with kindness and respect, 
because in 20-odd years, 
when the US pulls out of 
Israel, you'll have the whole 
Arab world knocking down 
your door. 

JULIAN SKINNER 
By email 


President Bush’s “economic 
stimulus plan” has pushed 
me over the edge. It’s Robin 
Hood in reverse, the rich 
feasting off the poor while 
piously pretending it’s for the 
good of the nation and the 
world. 

Their game plan is now 
obvious. First, make it as 
easy as possible for the rich 
to get richer. Don’t tax their 
stock dividends. Don’t tax 
their capital gains. Let them 


incorporate in Bermuda. Remove 
bothersome environmental regulations. 
Give them free pollution and broadcast 
spectrum rights. Then abolish the estate 
tax. Let the rich pass their accumulated 
fortunes to their precious offspring 
completely free of any payback to the 
society that made their wealth possible. 
Let's have a permanent aristocracy of 
wealth, Why not? If it was good enough 
for King George m, it’s good enough 
for George Bush 11. 

This has got to stop. The greedheads 
are driving the world toward 
annihilation. There needs to be not one 
but several presidential campaigns in 
2004 that make Greed and Plutocracy 
the number one issue. It's time to 
name what's happening and take our 
country back! 





ETER BARNES 
By email 


While passing by a freeway off-ramp 
where I usually see only the traditional 
white guy with a "need money” sign, I 
noticed instead a person in a full-on 
gorilla suit, I turned around just in time 
to read the handwritten, cardboard sign: 
“Will dance for bananas”! 
MARK GRIMES 
Portland, Oregon 





DIED COKE, SUBMITTED BY SEAN ORR 
Vancouver, British Columbia 





Here is 
what we know: 


DESPITE OCCASIONAL SUCCESS, OVERALL, WE ARE LOSING 

the epic struggle to preserve the habitability of the Earth. 

The overwhelming fact is that virtually all important ecological 

indicators are in decline. There is no political or economic 

movement presently underway sufficient to stop the process. 

On the horizon are other threats in the form of self-replicating 

technologies that may place humankind and natural systems 

in even greater jeopardy. 

. The forces of denial in the United States are more militant and 
brazen than ever before. Every day millions in this country alone 
hear that those concerned about the environment are “wackos” 
or worse, People holding such opinions have been appointed 
to strategic positions throughout the federal government. 

„ The movement to preserve a habitable planet is caught in the 
cross fire between fundamentalists of the corporate-dominated 
global economy and those of atavistic religious movements. 

It is far easier to see the latter than the former, but in a longer 
perspective, those of perpetual economic expansion will be 
perceived to be at least as dangerous as those of a purely 
religious sort. 

. Fundamentalists of either kind require dependably loathsome 

enemies. For Osama bin Laden, the United States and George 

W. Bush admirably serve that purpose, It is no less true that 

the foundering presidency of Mr. Bush was revitalized by the 

activities of Mr. Bin Laden and subsequently by the less 

agreeable attributes of Saddam Hussein. Each is fulfilled and 
defined by an utterly vile enemy. 

There has been a steep erosion of democracy and civil liberties. 

. In the decade of the 1990s, massive amounts of wealth were 
transferred from the poor and middle classes to the richest. 

By one estimate, the financial wealth of the top one percent 
exceeds the combined household financial wealth of the bottom 
95 percent. 

. For nearly a quarter century, government at all levels has been 
under constant attack by the extreme right-wing with the clear 
intention of eroding our capacity to forge collective solutions. 
The assumption is now common that markets are ‘moral,’ but 
that publicly created political solutions are not. The result is a 
continuation of what a Republican president, Teddy Roosevelt, 
once described as “a riot of individualistic materialism, under 
which complete freedom for the individual . . . turned out 
in practice to mean perfect freedom for the strong to wrong 
the weak.” 

„The strategy, once revealed by Ronald Reagan's director of the 
Office of the Budget, David Stockman, has been to cut taxes 
for corporations and the wealthy and increase military spending, 
thereby creating a severe fiscal crisis that requires cutting 
expenditures for health, education, mass-transit, the 
environment and cities. 

э. Our problems are systemic in nature and will have to be solved 

at the system level. 
10.There are yet good possi 
lie ahead. 
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ies to avert the worst of what may 
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From the perspective of any single discipline, these facts appear 
to be random. In truth they are not random at all but part of a 
larger pattern that includes shopping malls and deforestation, 
glitzy suburbs and ozone holes, crowded freeways and climate 
change, overstocked supermarkets and soil erosion, a gross 
national product of $6.5 trillion and Superfund sites, 
technological wonders and insensate violence. These things 
are threads of a whole cloth. The fact that we see them as 
disconnected events or fail to see them at all is evidence of a 
failure to educate people to think broadly, perceive systems 
and patterns, and live as whole persons. 

We still educate the young for the most part as if there were no 
planetary emergency. It is widely assumed that environmental 
problems will be solved by technology of one sort or another. 
Better technology can indeed help, but the crisis is not first and 
foremost one of technology. Rather, it is one within the minds 
that develop and use technology. The disordering of ecological 
systems and of the great biogeochemical cycles of the Earth 
reflects a prior disorder in the thought, perception, imagination, 
intellectual priorities and loyalties inherent in the industrial 
mind. Ultimately, then, the ecological crisis has to do with how 
we think and with the institutions that purport to shape and 
refine the capacity to think. The ecological crisis, in other 
words, is a crisis of education, not one in education. Tinkering 


won't do. AAA 


Measured against the agenda of human survival, how might 
we rethink education? Let me suggest six principles. 

First, all education is environmental education. By what is 
included or excluded, students are taught that they are part of 
orapart from the natural world. To teach economics, for 
example, without reference to the laws of thermodynamics or 
ecology is to teach a fundamentally important ecological lesson: 
that physics and ecology have nothing to do with the economy. 
It just happens to be dead wrong. The same is true throughout 
the curriculum. 

A second principle comes from the Greek concept Paideia. 
The goal of education is not mastery of subject matter but 
mastery of one's person. Subject matter is simply the tool. 
Muchas one would use a hammer and chisel to carve a block 
of marble, one uses ideas and knowledge to forge one's own 
personhood. For the most part we labor under a confusion of 
ends and means, thinking that the goal of education is to stuff all 
kinds of facts, techniques, methods and information into the 
student's mind, regardless of how and with what effect it will be 
used. The Greeks knew better. 

Third, I propose that knowledge carries with it the 
responsibility to see that it is well used in the world. The results 
ofa great deal of contemporary research bear resemblance to 
those foreshadowed by Mary Shelley: monsters of technology 
for which no one takes responsibility or is even expected to take 
responsibility. Whose responsibility is the Love Canal? 
Chernobyl? Ozone depletion? The Exxon Valdez oil spill? Each 
of these tragedies was possible because of knowledge created for 
which no one was ultimately responsible. This may finally come 
to be seen for what I think it is: a problem of scale. Knowledge of 
how to do vast and risky things has far outrun our ability to use 


wake up. 


Her voice a monotonous drone, | watch as my college sociology professor 
half-heartedly explains globalization. | scan the faces of the classroom - they 
are sleeping, doodling, picking their noses, eating Twinkies and drinking Coke. 
і notice the professor is talking in the past tense and the article we are 
"examining" is over 12 years old. This is America's so-called higher education 
system. Our collective intellectual heartbeat is fading. Wake up . . . please, 


BRYANNA MANTILLA 
By email 








it responsibly, Some of this knowledge cannot be used 
responsibly, safely and to consistently good purposes. 

Fourth, we cannot say that we know something until we 
understand the effects of this knowledge on real people and their 
communities. I grew up near Youngstown, Ohio, which was 
largely destroyed by corporate decisions to “disinvest” in the 
economy of the region. In this case, MBA graduates, educated in 
the tools of leveraged buyouts, tax breaks and capital mobility, 
have done what no invading army could do: they destroyed an 
American city with total impunity and did so on behalf of an 
ideology called the “bottom line." But the bottom line for 
society includes other costs: those of unemployment, crime, 
higher divorce rates, alcoholism, child abuse, lost savings and 
wrecked lives. In this instance what was taught in the business 
schools and economics departments did nor include the value 
of good communities or the human costs of a narrow, 
destructive, economic rationality that values efficiency and 
economic abstractions above people and community. 

My fifth principle is drawn from William Blake. It has to do 
with the importance of “minute particulars" and the power of 
examples over words. Students hear about global responsibility 
while being educated in institutions that often spend their 
budgets and invest their endowments in the most irresponsible 
things. The lessons being taught are those of hypocrisy and 
ultimately despair. 

Finally, I propose that the way in which learning occurs 
is as important as the content of particular courses. Process is 
important for learning. Courses taught as lecture courses tend to 
induce passivity. Indoor classes create the illusion that learning 
only occurs inside four walls, isolated from what students call, 
without apparent irony, the "real world." Campus architecture 
is crystallized pedagogy that often reinforces passivity, 
monologue, domination and artificiality. My point is simply that 
students are being taught in various and subtle ways beyond the 
overtcontent of courses. у y y 


If our crisis is first and foremost a crisis of mind and perception, 
the time has come for a fundamental reconsideration of how we 
might encourage what Edith Cobb has called “an acute sensory 
response to the natural world.” Here is one idea. 

Tsuggest that at all levels of learning, kindergarten through 
PhD, some part of the curriculum be given to the study of 
natural systems roughly in the manner in which we experience 
them. It is an old idea, going back at least as far as the belief 











that nature has something to teach us. The idea is simply 

that we take our senses seriously throughout education at all 
levels, and that doing so requires immersion in particular 
components of the natural world - а river, a mountain, a farm, 
a wetland, a forest, a particular animal, a lake, an island - 
before students are introduced to more advanced levels of 
disciplinary knowledge. 

For example, a course on a nearby river might require 
students to live on the river for a time, swim in it, canoe it, 
watch itin its various seasons, study its wildlife and aquatic 
animals, listen to it, and talk to people who live along it. A river 
becomes, as biologist Carl McDaniel phrased it, "а microcosm 
of the world” and a doorway to wider knowledge, Each student 
might research a particular aspect of the river, say, its folklore, 
social history, evolution, art, chemistry, ecology, literature or 
the politics and law that govern its use, Collectively, a picture 
of the river might begin to emerge that would be more than the 
sum of the individual projects. Гат not proposing just a 
weekend field trip but а longer period of time to allow the senses 
to soak in the experience as sights, sounds, tastes, smells, 
and feel until something like profound respect, or more, begins 
to take root. 

What I am proposing, more broadly, is rather like a courtship 
between mind and nature, or perhaps an awakening, I believe 
that we should introduce students to the mysteries of specific 
places and things before giving them access to the power 
inherent in abstract knowledge. Lam proposing that we aim to 
fit the values and loyalties of students to specific places before 
we equip them to change the world. I propose that we give 
students a stronger reason to want to know while making them 
more trustworthy in the use of knowledge. Iam proposing that 
we make them accountable in small things before giving them 
thekeysto creation. — y y 


“Is it possible,” E.O. Wilson asked, “that humanity will love 
life enough to save it?" And if we do love life enough to save it, 
what is required of us? On one level the answer із obvious. 

We need to transform how and how rapidly we use the Earth's 
endowment of land, minerals, water, air, wildlife and fuels: an 
efficiency revolution that buys us some time. Beyond efficiency, 
we need another revolution that transforms our ideas of what 

it means to live decently and how little is actually necessary for 
a decent life: a sufficiency revolution. The first revolution is 
mostly about technology and economics. The second revolution 


is about the combination of reverence for life - biophilia-and 
purely rational calculation by which we will want to both be 
efficient and live sufficiently. It is about finding our rightful place 
on Earth and in the community of life, and itis about citizenship, 
duties, obligations and celebration. 

There are two formidable barriers standing in our way. 
The first is the problem of denial. We have not yet faced up to the 
magnitude of the trap we have created for ourselves. We face a 
series of dilemmas that can be avoided only through wisdom and 
a higher, more comprehensive level of rationality than we have 
yet shown. Better technology would certainly help; however, 
our crisis is not fundamentally one of technology but one of 
mind, will and spirit. Denial must be met by something like a 
worldwide ecological “perestroika,” predicated on the 
admission of failure: the failure of economics, which became 
disconnected from life; the failure of our politics, which lost 
sight of the moral roots of our commonwealth; the failure of our 
science, which lost sight of the essential wholeness of things; and 
the failure of all of us as moral beings, who allowed these things 
to happen because we did not love deeply and intelligently 


and cultural diversity. Except for some anarchists, utopianism is 
almost synonymous with homogenization. Another part of the 
problem is the modern mind’s desire for drama, excitement and 
sexual sizzle, which explains why we do not have many 
bestselling novels about Amish society, arguably the closest 
thing to a sustainable society we know. How do we fulfill the 
need for meaning and variety while discarding some of our most 
cherished fantasies of domination? How do we cause the change 
in our intellectual emphasis, loyalties, affections and 
convictions, without which all else is moot? When we think of 
revolution, our first impulse is to think of some grand political, 
economic or technological change, some way to fix quickly what 
ails us. What ails us, however, is closer to home, and I suggest 
we bring it there. 


Adapted with permission from the essays “Walking North 
on a Southbound Train” (2003) and “Educating for the 
Environment” (1996), by David Orr, and from his book 
Earth in Mind: On Education, Environment, 

and the Human Prospect (1994, Island Press). 


enough. The biophilia revolution must 
come as an ecological enlightenment that 
sweeps out the modern superstition 

that we are knowledgeable enough and 
good enough to manage the Earth and to 
direct evolution, 

The second barrier standing in the way 
of this revolution is one of imagination. 
Itis easier, perhaps, to overcome denial 
than it is to envision a biophilia-centered 
world and believe ourselves capable of 
creating it. We could get an immediate 
and overwhelming worldwide consensus 
today on the proposition “Is the world in 
serious trouble?” But we are not within 
a light-year of agreement on what to do 
about it. Confronted by the future, the 
mind has a tendency to wallow. For this 
reason we can diagnose our plight with 
laser precision while proposing to shape 
the future with a sledgehammer. Fictional 
utopias, almost without exception, are 
utterly dull and unconvincing. And the 
efforts to create utopias of either right or 
left have been monumental failures, 
leaving people profoundly discouraged 
about their ability to shape the world in 
accord with their highest values. 

Part of our difficulty in confronting the 
future is that we think of utopia on too 
grand а scale. We are not very good at 
comprehending things on the scale of 
whole societies, much less that of the 
planet. Nor have we been very good at 
solving the problems utopias are supposed 
to solve without imposing simplistic 
formulas that ride roughshod over natural 





The school system sucks. They are not teaching. They make us memorize numbers 
and facts that “are going to be on the county exam." | can't take it. | want to learn. 
KEVIN BOND 
By email 


My school has a uniform. It's not distributed by the school at the beginning of the year, 
nor is it even condoned by the administration. Nevertheless, there are unspoken rules 
that must be followed. Abercrombie tops, Gap jeans, North Face fleeces, and for the 
girls, a Tiffany's necklace to complete the ensemble. If you can't dress the part, you're 
out, no questions asked. 
KARAMEL 
By email 


At my daughter's new school they dropped physical education down to two days a 
week and give out candy with reckless abandonment. | have battled this candy-as- 
reward system for three years, to no avail. The principal yelled at me and spun off on 
his heel. 
AMY SLEPSKI 
By email 


lama sixth-grade math and science teacher, and one thing is certain: | will never send 
my kids to a conventional school, be it public or private. 

Here are two widely accepted truths that we need to consider: one, that the more 
experiences a child has, the more developed he or she will be, neurologically, socially, 
intellectually and personally. And two, that true learning can only occur when a person 
is interested and engaged. Conventional schooling is devastating to our children in 
both of these respects. The average student who graduates high school has spent over 
14,000 hours in the classroom; 14,000 hours of almost the exact same stimuli, апат 
would guess that less than a quarter of this time the student is "interested and 
engaged.” Neurological development during this time is dismal. 

Don't deny your kids their childhood. Take your kids out of school, find a home- 
schooling cooperative or an alternative school, and get your kids interested in 
something. That is, unless you want them to be “normal.” 

CHRISTIAN SHEARER 
By email 
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Buy Nothing Day comes only once a year, but beyond the carnival antics lies a deeper 
[threat to consumer capitalism. The sun is finally setting on the unaccountable, global 
bully economy, and rising on a network of local, cash-free alternatives. 

There's the growing web of Local Economic Trading Systems, for example. These 
"community information systems" score and track the barter of goods and services 
lamong members. It's home-grown, informal and does an end run around the Dow Jones. 
[See <www.lets-linkup.com> for hundreds of LETS spanning the globe. 

A group of over 300 residents and merchants in California's Bay Area has established 

Да local currency called BREAD (a rough acronym for Bay Area Regional Exchange and 
Development), based on hours of work valued at $12 an hour. Through the BREAD network, 2 
[which now has over $20,000 worth of currency in circulation, members can pay for dinner, 
carpentry, childcare, tutoring, clerical assistance or organic produce. Tired of traditional 
activism, founder Miyoko Sakashita wanted to create a positive local economy and “stop 

li our resources from supporting global corporations that are not accountable to people and 

















the environment." Check it out at <www.breadhours.org>. 
Trading in hours avoids the tussle with the taxman 
exchanging your time. The concept has gone quasi-formal with the Time Dollar Institute 
(www.timedollar.org), which turns karmic acts of kindness into a closed-loop system. 
An hour helping another turns into one Time Dollar. With a little help from some on-line 
resources, a group of neighbors can start to trade snow shoveling for counselling, 








plumbing for prayers, all on an equal, hour-for-hour footing. 


In Ithaca, New York, residents set up a local currency called Ithaca Hours - printed in 
denominations of hours with the slogan "In Ithaca We Trust." Founder Paul Glover said 
the hours help them fight the addiction to dollars, which “make us increasingly dependent 一 


on transnational corporations and bankers." 


They've managed to fend off big-brand stores and fast food outlets from their 
downtown, while "recycling our wealth locally." Critics such as Mark Wallace in Harper's 
magazine call Ithaca Hours a protectionist scheme. But there's a difference, says Glover, 


. you beat the system by simply 


ia 


between protecting one's community and full-on protectionism, which is "rendered by big —— 


entities – corporations, governments - with powerful, automatically effective implements 


such as taxes, boycotts, loan policies, interest rates, favorable trade status [and] allocation [3 
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„or withholding of large-scale resources such as jobs." 

In Japan, environmental activists have printed ир a new currency called Earthday Money. 
„You earn it doing something good for the world, such as collecting trash or donating to 
environmental projects (www.earthdaymoney.org). The bills can be redeemed in cafés 
-Чапа participating grocery stores. Earthday Money, they say, flips “consumers” - who use 
conventional money to burden the environment and expand the rich-poor gap - into 
contributors” - people rebuilding the earth and society. 

Ecologically minded economists like E.F. Schumacher (Small is Beautiful) and Herman 
Daly (Common Good) have heralded a way to a future where money means something, 

ind the planet's finite resources are factored into the equation. With a growing acceptance ===- 
lof participatory economics, or what Michael Albert and Robin Hahnel call “parecon” 
(www.parecon.org), we're seeing more middle ground open up between capitalism's Loss БЕ) 
jendless-growth fundamentalism and socialism's central controls. 

In this new century of unprecedented corporate power and weak-kneed government, 
¿the mood is turning to a global mindshift. A new economics is no longer an academic PO FERN ee 
solution - it's the people's choice, the Buy Nothing Day spirit carried into the whole of 
- the year. 














Aiden Enns 
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he world's population survives on the 
ed this information from made no 
‚eople lead their lives 


ened upon the fact that a good deal of tl 
The article | pluck 
ly stated that a great many р! 


Some weeks ago | Паррі 
equivalent of two US dollars per day - or less. 
suggestion that this is in any way troubling. It simpl 
with very little money at their disposal. 

imagine yourself with less, and then conduct the following experiment: sometime in the coming 
ih with only $60 US for survival. (Be certain to choose the month at random, on a 
ful planning ahead of time will compromise the process and render meaningless 
its results.) Maintain a journal during this month, detailing the way those $60 are spent and the 
feelings associated with the problem of ‘survival with so little means. Here is a mantra to sustain your 
dedication to the end: “I didn’t know what | was missing until someone told me what to desire." 


year, spend a monti 
‘sudden whim. Care! 


J. Drummond 
Portland, Maine 





























IT WOULD BE BUY NOTHING MONTH FOR ME, 1 DECIDED, A 
five-week vow of abstinence from the cash-and-carry economy. 
1 wanted to vanish from the consumer radar and remove myself 
from the mindless day in, day out grind. It would be easy to 

inst drop out, to take some food and disappear into a cabin in 

the woods, but I didn’t want to make my statement in exil 

1 wanted to make it at home, here in New York City. 

|__| The memory of September гт is still fresh on these streets 

Our reactions to the tragedies were natural. We craved, on a 


revealed, Instead, the opposite happened. I grew bored. I felt as 
hough I had needlessly tied one hand behind my back, and I 
thought constantly about the hunger striker who, if he didn't 
publicize his plight, would die uselessly at home, emaciated on 
his couch with the TV remote firmly gripped in his bony hand. 
I felt had become more of a tool than I already w 
On the eleventh morning, I ended the project. Lawoke and 
went to the B&H diner on Second Avenue. Raul made my Swiss 
heese omelet with the potatoes inside and wondered where 
Pd been. My friends barely noticed when I'd started and when 
Га stopped, and the whole project just slipped away. But had 
_ changed in increments. I didn't start shopping and avoided 
JE giving gifts for Christmas, but I bought drinks at the local pub 
and the newspaper now and again. 
+= Isit possible to withdraw from a system while living within it? 
I'm no longer sure. The forces of commerce exert tremendous 
T "control over our lives at every level. From buying the New York 
Times every morning to feeding yourself, from doing laundry 
ТГ for work to meeting with friends, everything requires some kind 
J of expenditure, and every expenditure із а compromise. I 
thought for a time that if I did my protest again I would do it 


visceral level, the honesty of our communities, the known and | L—publicly, with a support crew, and camp, perhaps, on the steps 


predictable reality of the family and the city block, of the village 
square. We momentarily rediscovered a form of communication 
- а form of love - that had been lost from our lives for years. 

This lasted only a while. Within hours after the planes crashed 
we were told from the national stage that our first duty was not 
to those close around us, but to the actual system of capitalism. 
Working off our shocked and ragged emotions, one of the first 
things we were exhorted to do was to spend money, to shop. 
Instead of turning inward we were told to go to the altar of 
consumerism and offer the obsequious promissory sacrifice of 
dollars. When the stock markets finally reopened and 
subsequently plummeted, we were told it was our responsibility 
аз free Americans to declare our victory through an inves 
lof at least $100 dollars each. 

Мурі s s to create a one-man strike against 
this rolling machine of capital, beginning on Buy Nothing Day. 
I paid my rent and bills early, and began to fill the cupboards. 

I prepared as though I were about to sail across an ocean. In the 
days before Thanksgiving I bought а rice cooker and a water 
filter, and a five-pound bag of short-grain rice. I bought green 
avocados and two large jars of kimchee. I stored cabbage and 
muesli, dried fruits and Rice Dream. I was readying a voyage 
=} ro nowhere, and I stocked my fridge accordingly 

The compromises started early, though. During a phone call 
——with my agent, my phone blew out. He needed a call back, and 
|I broke down and bought a phone. (It was the cheapest I could 
find, and from a mom-and-pop store). Then I realized that I 
hadn't stocked up on dog food. Like a shameful pornography 
addict, I crept to the pet-food store and slunk my way back 
home. 

Still, my lapses were small ones. I felt a sense of piety as I 
[walked home from work, passing the bars filled with folks, 
Itheir packages piled around them. I felt lonely, but somewhat 
Inoble. I kept expecting the scales to fall from my eyes, to 
pepe see New York with clear vision, all her hypocrisies 








of the stock exchange. But who would buy the sleeping bag I 
T^ would sleep in, and from what company? Who would buy the 
tarp to cover me, and what toxins went into the making of it, 
T and who was poisoned by those toxins? What person would be 
ignored so that I could be cared for? 
We must be aware of each action, and only then will we begin 
$to breathe. Without totally removing ourselves we must live 
with hypocrisy, and it is perhaps that which we must ultimately 
acknowledge; to live here, in this society, surrounded by heated 
homes and hot coffee, cinemas, Nike shoes, suvs, computers, 
| "Gap stores, malls, grocery stores, subsidized beef, tobacco and 
prescription drugs, makes us guilty. If we acknowledge this 
"guilt, then perhaps we can begin to take control over our 
actions. But as the addiction researchers know, the first step is 
I recognize the problem. 
At the end of the day you vote with what you consume. Curb 
your consumption, and that vote means a hell of a lot more than 
T staying home on election day. Here is this glittering, neon-lit 
system, all-encompassing and almost like a life force of its own, 
and yet it is really only all of us, big and small, rich and poor. 
In this culture of endless choice, the right of refusal becomes our 
ultimate expression of free will. If even 1,000 people withdraw 
=their support, they create a sudden shadow. They launch a 
personal-level general strike, a thousand points of darkne: 


Nicholas Jenkins 
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JEAN CHRETIEN, PRIME MINISTER OF CANADA 
ADDRESS TO THE UNITED NATIONS FRAMEWORK CONVENTION ON CLIMATE CHANGE 


January 15, 2003 


Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen. 


Just four weeks ago, the Canadian Parliament ratified the Kyoto Protocol. It was an exciting day for me and 
for the people of Canada. By signing Kyoto, all the countries gathered here today are joining hands to ensure 
that our planet has a sustainable future. Of course, there are big challenges ahead. [look audience in eye] 

But we will overcome them. Together. 


Asthe wealthiest and most fortunate nations of the earth, we have a responsibility to ourselves and to future 
generations to protect the environment. We all want peace and security for our children. We all want a good 
standard of living. We all want our economies to prosper. But what good are any of these if the very planet 
we inhabit turns against us, with extreme weather, rising temperatures and even rising ocean levels? 


The time for talk is over. 
So, you may be wondering: why Iam standing here before you today, talking? [pause for laughter] 


Back home in Canada, I have issued a challenge to every citizen to reduce his or her greenhouse gas emissions 
by one ton - at home, at work, and on the road. The Canadian people believe that actions speak louder than 
words. They're taking this challenge to heart, because they know how much is at stake. And I know they will 
make us all proud. 


Today, it is my duty and my great honour to extend the Canadian Challenge to the citizens of the world. 
Join with us in this great legacy, and let us today be remembered not for what might have been, but for our 
inspiration to our children and grandchildren. This is a challenge that the industrialized countries cannot 
afford to ignore. 


Now, one ton sounds like a big number — when my scientific advisors first showed it to me last April, I thought 
they were trying to fool me. [pause for laughter] But as with so much else in life, it is the little things that count. 
For some of you, meeting the Canadian Challenge will mean taking the bus or subway, or choosing a more 
fuel-efficient vehicle. For others, it will mean getting rid of that old refrigerator. In my own home in Ottawa, 
my wife Aline and I will take a leading role. You know that Ottawa is very cold, but... 














THE CANADIAN 
CHALLENGE 


Canadian Prime Minister Jean Chrétien has issued a challenge to every 
citizen in the industrialized world: to reduce your carbon dioxide 
emissions by one ton or more. It sounds like a lot. But as you will see, 
reducing global warming can be surprisingly easy. Here's how people 
around the world are making a difference. What will you do? 


For the Toronto student who's finally living on her own. For the London punk. 
The retiree in San Diego who wants to shake up his routine. The urban 
environmentalist working two jobs in Tokyo. For the single mom in Hamburg 
who's looking to the future. 


- Eat meat-free meals every other СОг savings = 487 pounds 
day. Vegetarian food requires 
much less energy to produce. 
+ Park the car for 60 days this year. | CO» savings = 917 pounds 
Walk, cycle, or take public transit 
+ Switch from hot to warm or cold CO savings = 600 pounds 
water for every load of laundry. 
TOTAL = 2,004 pounds (one ton) 


For the whole extended family under a single roof in Seoul. The newlyweds 
in Chicago. The long-distance trucker coming home to pay the bills. For the 
small-town Finland doctor. For everyone in Hollywood. 


+ Switch two standard light bulbs CO» savings = 1,000 pounds 
to more efficient fluorescent bulbs. 
+ Replace the current shower head CO» savings = 300 pounds 
with a low-flow model. 
+ Turn the thermostat down two CO» savings = 500 pounds 
degrees for one year. 
+ Cut vehicle fuel use by 10 gallons CO2 savings = 200 pounds 
in 2003. 
TOTAL - 2,000 pounds (one ton) 


For the new grandfather in Dublin.The birdwatchers in Bern. The high 
school student trying to make her parents listen. For the Houston oil 
executive, And for armchair dreamers around the world. 


+ Replace the 20-year-old fridge CO» savings = 3,000 pounds 
with an energy-saver model. 
+ Send out one fewer 30-gallon bag CO, savings = 300 pounds 
of garbage per week. 
- Leave the car at home two days СОг savings = 1,590 pounds 
per week this year. 
+ Recycle aluminum cans, glass CO» savings = 850 pounds 
bottles, plastic, cardboard 
and newspapers. 
TOTAL - 5,740 pounds 
(almost three tons!) 


‘CALCULATE YOUR OWN ONE TON PACKAGE! 
www.canadachallenge.org 














rem Ў, 
>> Subject: 4 
»» Status: - 
>> ~ 

| >> Idon'tdeny anything.1know we're killing our precious mother earth. I know i'm losing my 1 








»» freedoms in this country. Most days i go to sleep crying, ori hide under the covers feeling sick 
| >> tomystomach. Everywhere i go no one seems to care. Yesterday i went and laid with my 


>> puppy on my back in the snow. The sky was so blue, and for once in a long time, i felt at peace. 
>> 


>> Natalka 








Surface Temperulures 


friends are constantly asking me "when are you going to start driving?" Up to 
пом, my answer has been "don't know" but recently ! have had this crazy idea of 
growing old and dying without ever driving à car. People are always telling me"the 
world is your oyster" but! think it's more like everyone's oyster. Just because nearly 
everyone else is killing it doesn't mean | should do so а5 well. By denying myself the 
privilege of petrol, am achieving the greatest culture jam. 





Yumin Wang 
Surrey, UK 
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THE NISSAN XTERRA. Today, its a sturdy mount for your vidcam. But who knows what the Xterra will be tomorrow? Especially now that 





its more capable than ever, thanks to an available SuperCharged V6 engine. (210 horsepower does wonders for one's resourcefulness.) 
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World War I was fou 
allies. Is this new bre 


ight to make the world safe for democracy; World War II for ourselves and our 
ced of war being fought simply to make the world safer for consumption? 


Jane Holtz Kay. 


AEROSPACE MAINTENANCE AND REGENERATION CENTER, TUCSON, ARIZONA 





“YOU HAVE THE RIGHT TO BEAR ARMS," SHE SAYS, SLIPPING THE 
ropes through my fingers, and then around my elbows, pinning them 
painfully together and cinching them through the window handle 
above my head. “Just not these arms.” 

Her skin is the color of pasta. She has large cheeks, a careful 
mouth. “Harry Truman invented the national-security state,” 
she says, my right leg pulled at the ankle by а long cord that finally 
connects at the base of a radiator. My other leg spread, the rope 
looped around the refrigerator. My legs akimbo, my body utterly 
vulnerable. *The people have to be afraid, Truman said. That was 
the way Harry Truman thought. We have to fear the communists. 
Franklin Roosevelt was dead.” The nipple clamps hurt. The ball gag 
she has stuffed into my mouth makes it impossible for me to answer 
her, if there was an answer to be given. She didn't ask me if I wanted 
this. She’s stronger than me, especially since my accident. I never 
fight her anymore. She does what she wants. 

“The Geneva Convention holds that you can’t torture prisoners. 
Are you a prisoner?” I nod my head. She closes my nose shut with 
two fingers; I can’t breathe through the gag. There is a moment of 
peace. This is it, I think. Тат going to die. And then my body starts to 
flop, the panic coming through me involuntarily, and she’s laughing, 
and she lets go of my nose, and the air rushes into my body in deep, 
sweeping breaths, and her laughter fills the room, 

“We don’t care about treaties,” she says. “Hitler didn’t care about 


Versailles and they gave him Czechoslovakia, the Rhineland, Austria, 


Anschluss. That's what they call it. But Hitler had his problems. 
Repressed homosexual." Her hand runs along my stomach and the 
top of my leg and then down beneath me, her finger touching my 
anus. “Are you а repressed homosexual? You don't seem to like sex 
very much. I think you are." I feel her finger slip slightly into my anus 
and then out. “So he died in a bombed-out bunker in Berlin in 1944, 
with his new wife, What the hell for?” She rises and dips through the 
closet door, rummaging through the sound of paper bags. She has 
such long legs. She'sa cyclist. Her long, thin body is knotty with 
strips of muscle. Then she's in front of me, between my legs, looking 
gleefully into my eyes, forcing something large into my ass. I scream 
into the gag, a muffled gasp, a blunt, dulled shriek. Whatever it is 
goes in and it burns and it stays there, throbbing slowly. The pain 
begins to subside. But she still has something in her hand and she 
squeezes it and an electric shock shoots through my bowels, my 
eyes bulging in my face, my body pouring sweat onto the sheets. 

“I was wondering if that would work.” 

She smiles warmly. It's been 12 years now since the first day 
we met, A couple of waiters in a young restaurant on the edge of 
the city, working to make ends meet. We didn’t know what we had. 

“We don’t care about treaties,” she continues. “In 1954 
Eisenhower signed a treaty that provided for free elections in 
Vietnam in two years’ time. But when it came due he changed his 
mind. He said if Vietnam had free elections Ho Chi Minh would win 
80 percent of the vote. And that wouldn’t be good for America. 
Do you feel cheated? Look at the Iranians. The Shah served us well 
for 25 years. Then they took hostages.” She steps forward, her naked 
foot on my stomach, walks over me, and then places her foot on my 
face. She rubs her foot over my face, back and forth, across my nose. 
She steps on the clamp on my nipple and I let out another involuntary 
dull scream. “Cheated by our vows, to have and to hold, to love and 
to cherish, to protect, till death do us part. Do you think we've parted 
too early? Did you think things would be different when you pledged 
your allegiance in school and at the baseball games? That your 
country would protect you, while the bombs fell across the desert 
and US-backed dictators sent death squads into the villages of South 
and Central America to kill the women and children first? Here is 
your democracy.” Her foot presses hard on my face, and my nose 


hurts 1 think it's going to break. With the heel of her foot she pushes 
the gag further toward the back of my throat. Tears spring from my 
eyes, soaking the fabric around my ears. “You should be able to 
answer some of my questions. You should. 

“Pm not blaming America,” she says, sitting on my chest, and 
then turning around, facing away from me. Her long back, straight 
and proud, the bulb of spine and her dark hair which she’s taken to 
wearing short. She's wrapped a chain around my penis and balls and 
she's slowly making it tighter. “I was born here, same as you. I’m пог 
blaming anybody. It’s just that you have the right to remain silent, 
and maybe the Republicans really did win the election, and maybe 
they didn't. It's too close to call. Both sides believed in three strikes 
you're out. Life sentence, no parole. How many strikes do you 
have?" she asks, turning her head to me briefly and then going back 
to her task. *There's no welfare here. You'll have to work for what 
you get." 

I've surrendered myself to the continuous pain. I’ve allowed the 
pain running through my body to numb my mind. This is my wife. 
This is what we have. Who would have thought we would have lived 
in this apartment all this time? 

“And then the wars came." Another shock rings through the 
electric plug, pain striking through me, her hand in my hair pulling 
hard, her other along my ribs, buckling forward as if she were riding 
a horse, her feet sliding back toward my cheeks. And then stopping. 
She's loosening the chains. Gently wrapping her thumb and 
forefinger around my penis and balls. “And they flew planes into 
our buildings and our buildings crumpled and fell to the ground. 
We have to defend ourselves. They would have done it anyway, 
whether we deserved it or not. That's the way people are. And the 
president didn't want to consult Congress anymore. He asked them 
to dissolve themselves, to remove themselves from the conflict. And 
of course they did. Self-preservation in the face of terror." She slides 
her body back, so her ass is just in front of my nose, the smell of her 
totaling my vision. 

“Do you remember Bukharin?" she asks. “It was 1936, and he 
confessed in a public address to the people. He turned on his fellow 
Bolsheviks - Kamenev, Trotsky, Zinoviev, all Jews. He wanted to 
save himself. But Stalin placed him under house arrest anyway. 
Koba, why do you need me to die? he asked in his unanswered letter 
to Stalin. But who was he to ask for forgiveness? All of the original 
Bolsheviks subscribed to a doctrine of terror, of starving their own 
people. It was merely the rooster coming home to roost.” Her hand 
isin my mouth, fishing out the gag. She rubs her fingers inside my 
lips, massaging my gums. And she's right, I breathe so much easier 
now. She undoes the rope at my ankles and my knees slide together, 
my legs bending on their own will. She undoes my hands from the 
window and releases my elbows but keeps my hands tied together. 
Icurl into a ball, pulling the tear-soaked sheet with me. And she curls 
behind me, her body circling my body, her knees forcing between my 
knees, one hand passed beneath my head and across my chest, the 
other between my legs, gripping my penis. Ican feel her body, her 
strength which seems to increase every day even as mine declines. 
Her body is so firm, intent and purposeful. 

“My darling," she says, a whisper, her voice like the cars on the 
street, penetrating into the darkness. Thank God for the evenings, 
when the sun is down. “I'll protect you.” Her breath searching 
through my hair. *You don't have to worry. Never worry. Never 
ever worry again. Lam here. I will keep you safe." 


Stephen Elliott is the author of the novels A Life Without 
Consequences and What It Means To Love You. 
<www.stephenelliott.com> 
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5» I'm just holding on. it's dark, and can only hear crying. All| smell is the damp, 


5» chilling air of death. We walked right into it, never asking who was leading the way. 
>> 


>> Yesterday | saw 20 pigeons around a man holding a bag of McDonald's french fries. 
L> He'd toss one out and you wouldn't even see ithitthe ground. These pigeons were 
‚> fat, sick-looking birds . .. à feline's feast. 

> The pigeons are us. 

> 

> Mr. Jones 

> Chicago, Illinois 
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Iam observing a profound cognitive disconnect between portion 
size and calories, and am collecting evidence that people think 
that one unit of food (no matter how large) contains the number 
of calories listed on the label for one serving. The FDA labeling 
rules for serving size leave much room for ambiguity, and food 
manufacturers take much advantage of it. People love larger 
portions (bounty! bargain!) and appear to completely miss the 
point that а 64-0unce soda contains eight times as many calories 
asan eight-ounce soda, or that even diet food has calories if you 
eat more of it. 


Marion Nestle, author of Food Politic 
How the Industry Influences Nutrition and Health 
(University of California Press, 2002) 


The Appetite issue [Adbusters #44] 
brought me to tears. Not for myself, but 
for my stepfather who is quite obese and 
fighting diabetes, for my mother who has 
been testing her blood sugar and is 
finding herself in the danger zone, for my 
brother who eats so much red meat that 
he'll likely have a heart attack by age зо, 
and for pretty much all of America. 

S. LEHMAN 

By email 


Thereare no words strong enough to 
express my excitement and renewed hope 
in reading your Appetite issue. For the 
past 25 years I have been working for 
animals - breaking into factory farms 
(to rescue animals trapped in tiny cages 
or left to die in their own excrement) or 
filming at abattoirs, feed lots, factory 
farms, live export facilities and countless 
other places where atrocities that most 
humans have never even heard of occur. 
Iwas starting to feel overwhelmed, and 
then your magazine arrived out of the 
blue and lifted some of the pain. 
PATTY MARK 
President, Animal Liberation Victoria 
<www.alv.org.au> 
Elwood, Australia 


Tama nanny for a two-year-old girl. 

She has a painful constipation problem 
and only goes to the bathroom every four 
to five days. This was her typical diet: for 
breakfast - а bottle of whole cow's milk, 
pre-cooked microwavable bacon or 
Pop-Tarts; lunch - puréed Gerber baby 
food, Tyson microwavable chicken 
tenders, Uncle Ben's Instant Rice; dinner 
—microwavable french fries and ham 
cold cuts. 

Doctors dismissed the girl's condition 
as “normal.” After my constant urging, 
her mother was convinced the problem 
could be related to diet. She now comes 
to me for advice on nutrition. The whole 
family eats no fruit, very few vegetables 
and a lot of McDonald's - they don’t 
even know where to start to change. 

The girl is now off milk and I only feed 
her whole, unprocessed (or lightly 
processed) foods. She hates the healthy 
stuff and is hungry for junk, but her 
constipation is rapidly improving. 
CARLY 
Atlanta, Georgia 


‘Sandwiched in between the usual 
Adbusters rhetoric is a promise to bring 
down Big Food in ro years. Those of us 
who care about sustainable agriculture, 
water pollution and global hunger have 
our fingers crossed that you actually 
mean it. To that end, may I suggest a 

few starting points? 

1. Uncool Tyson Foods. Tyson (and its 
contractors) breeds, brutalizes and 
butchers about a fourth of the land 
animals killed for food in the US each 
year, including 2.2 billion chickens. 
The Sierra Club has reported numerous 
instances at Tyson facilities where local 
waterways are flooded with pig and 
chicken shit. 

Win back our schools. Start with 
uspa’s School Lunch Program, which 
requires all schools to serve cow’s milk 
while ignoring the fact that lactose 
intolerance isa problem for 70 percent 
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We thought it odd that this advert appeared shortly after your“ 


feed to cows. Show how one person 

going vegetarian has more impact than 

a thousand people buying hybrid cars 

or recycling soda cans. 

In the end, Big Food will make Big 
Tobacco look like a child's lemonade 
stand, and activists will need a 
proportional response. I’m in. Are you? 

CHE GREEN 

Executive Director, AR Media Institute 
<www.armedia.org> 

Seattle, Washington 


When I was 16 in 1974, our biology class 
took a field trip to the slaughterhouse. 

A big, 400-pound pig came through a 
doorway. The big-bellied, seasoned killer 
man with a handgun shot the pig in the 
head. The pig screamed and fell, kicked 
her legs and wailed. The killer man cut 
the pig's throat with a big knife and the 
wailing stopped. Blood poured out. I 


petite” issue, and 


wondered if it’s a deliberate parody of the art in the magazine. It's an old strateg 
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of the black population and 8o to 97 
percent of Asian-Americans and Native 
Americans. By comparison, only 15 
percent of whites are lactose intolerant. 
. Win the information war. Let's bring 

the slaughterhouse to everyone's living 
room. Tell everyone we could feed the 
planet 15 times over with the grain we 
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departed the group at this time and 
walked home without the bus. I notice 
that in 2002, there is no mention of such 
horror on the Christmas honey-baked 
ham commercials. 
JACQUELINE A. OAKES 
St. Louis, Missouri 
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Igrew up ona hobby farm north of 
Edmonton, Alberta. We always had a 
dozen cattle and тоо broiler chickens 

in the backyard. Every fall my parents 
invited over four other couples to kill 
chickens. Someone would chop off 

the heads, and the bodies would flop. 
around in shock. We kids would 

scream and laugh and run as they came 
towards us, wings flapping wildly. 

The teenage boys would catch them and 
drop them in a tub of hot water. Someone 
with strong arms would pull them out 
and pluck the feathers with big metal 
fingers. The women would take the 
naked birds го а table and cut them open. 
1 remember the first time I put my bare 
hand into the cavity of a chicken. I pulled 
out intestines, gizzards, kidneys, the 
heart. Some of it was thrown away, 

most of it was saved to eat. Afterwards, 
everyone went home with fresh, 
free-range chickens to eat all winter. 

As grew older and became a 
vegetarian, I objected to the entire 
process. The irony, of course, is that it 
was the only time in my life when I could 
honestly say I knew where the meat 
on my plate came from. My mom and 
stepdad believed people should take 
responsibility for what they eat, to feed 
and kill the animals themselves. I never 
realized how good I had it. 

CAREY TOANE 
Helsinki, Finland 








Your attempt to equate the industrial 
slaughter of animals with the Nazi 
Holocaust is intellectually and morally 
insulting, It is a defamation to the 
memories of six million human beings, 
and it makes the mistreatment of animals 
look ridiculous in comparison. Your 
“enlightened” magazine has succeeded 
in making a farce of both tragedies. I will 
now exercise my consumer power by 





never purchasing your magazine again. 
NANCY-SHIRA PRINGLE 
Toronto, Ontario 
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STEVEN F. SCHARFF 
Henderson, Nevada 





We have developed a food production 
system that treats as non-existent life in 
any form but human. The question is, 
if pigs, chickens, horses or dogs had the 
ability to raise humans in captivity and 
force-feed them until they became 300- 
pound sacks of immovable flesh to be 
ground up into food, would they do it? 
J.P. RODRIGUE 
Tokyo, Japan 





Your article “The Age of Chicken” was 
insightful - but let me fill you in on what 
goes on before the chickens are shipped. 
Twork in an Ontario chicken hatchery 
owned by Maple Lodge. When you work 
with eggs, some are bound to break. 
Picture an egg falling to the floor and 
cracking open in a bloody mess, and 
seeing a wet, not fully formed chick 
squirm in the air. It stops moving quickly 
enough, thankfully, before you have to 
pick up the mess and toss it in the egg 
bucket. Unhatched eggs, eggshell and 
dead or bad chicks get dumped into a 
pipe which shoots them down to the 
small, three-bladed “chop-box.” The 
pipeline then vacuums everything into 

a large storage tank. Unlocking and 
opening the storage room’s door means 
instant gagging . .. unless you get used to 








BACK ISSUES 

57 S0each (includes shipping. 
Buk issues for classroom use: 
Seach. Order onine: 

ewww adbusters org» orem 
<subscrptionsGadbustersorg> 


Se 





37 Design Anarchy 





39 The Epiphany issue 


40 Empire 


thesmell of shredded life. Sometimes 
we have surplus chicks, and apparently 
Canadian laws prevent us from giving 
them away, so down the grinder they go. 
Some days I feel utterly horrible, my 
conscience reeling. Other days Тат 
completely desensitized and joke with 
fellow workers. Sometimes, upon 
returning from a shipment, ГІЇ find a lone 
chick. Should I let it starve or freeze to 
death, or putit out of its misery? The 
answer is easy, but too bad it has to be 
done with my bare hands. How long can 
Thold out? 
MIKKO T. ERKKILA 
By email 


Ihave worked in meat-packing plants for 
the past 12 years, and I can reassure you 
that when pigs are killed they feel nothing 
buta shock. When cows are killed it is 
instant; they feel nothing. Nobody wants 
to make an animal suffer, especially those 
who work on the kill floor day in and day 
out. While most people may have 
forgotten how the meat gets on their 
plate, some of us have not. Your 
magazine is very much in the right when 
it comes to our overconsumption. People 
forget that an animal died to make that 
wing, hamburger or pork chop that they 
all too easily throw into the trash. 
Humans are out of control. If we 

don’t puta cap on our wants, Mother 
Nature will. 

DAN CARLSON 

By email 


I'ma marketing manager for a large 
“health food” corporation. What do you 
do when the companies you trust sell out 
for big bucks? How do you tell the 
difference between natural for the sake 
of nature, and natural for the sake of 
money? With the new USDA organic 
standards and the media plastering our 


screens with organics, everyone wants 
a piece of the action, Odwalla is now 
owned by Coca-Cola. Naked Juice is 
trying to sell to Pepsi. Morning Star 
Farms is owned by Kellogg's, whose 
products are chock full of GMos. Seeds of 
Change, Ben and Jerry’s, even Heinz and 
Dole have organic lines, funded by earth- 
destroying, media-brainwashing 
corporate dollars. Who can you trustand 
support when you can’t run to a local 
farmers’ market for your food? 
LIZA BURKE 
Memphis, Tennessee 


I just spent an evening with the Appetite 
issue and I offer a single item to make it 
complete. Take a look at the ingredient 
list of most packaged foods, and you'll 
find a listing for partially hydrogenated 
oils (Pros) = the stuff that extends the 
shelf life of processed foods beyond any 
natural limit. PHOs contribute to all of 
the nasties: obesity, poor circulation, 
diabetes and other conditions. The worst 
partis that this circulatory quicksand is 
replacing healthy, liquid oil in the diet of 
most shoppers. From cereals to puddings 
to sports drinks, we're extending the shelf 
life of our food at the expense of the shelf 
life of our own mortal coils. 

KAREN BRENEMAN 

Orlando, Florida 


Aword for Adbusters and other ignorant 
fucks: I’ve been vegetarian for over five 
years, I have not stepped in a 
McDonald's, Wendy's or Burger King in 
over five years, I haven’t watched TV for 
over six fucking 
months, and I weigh 
275 fucking pounds and 
it’s stayed like that for 
over three fucking 
years. Fuck you and 
your fatphobia! This fat 
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bitch is proving your entire theory wrong. 
J. DOROSH 
Oakville, Ontario 


To my surprise, I found a back issue of 
Adbusters in my seat pocket on an 
airplane, and read it cover to cover. 
Then I passed the mag around and was 
able to convince my whole row of 
strangers not to eat the chicken dish being 
served that flight. 

DUSTIN FREEMONT 

By email 


A month ago, McDonald's tried to build 
a restaurant in a place called Portal 
Benito Juárez del Zócalo, in the Mexican 
city of Oaxaca. A local artist, Francisco 
Toledo, moved hundreds of people to 
protest. In the end, local traditions 
defeated global consumerism and 
McDonald's was not allowed to build. 
At the celebration, Toledo and his people 
gaveout tamales and other local foods to 
the tourists and community. People 
around the world must know that we can 
still defend our cultural patrimonies. 
VICTOR M. NAVA 
Matebuala, Mexico 


A friend of mine from Canada was 
visiting me in the States recently, and 
commented that all of the restaurant 
food here was “oversized, sweetened and 
covered in cheese." It sounded like a 
good description of American culture in 
general. Still more evidence that we are 
what we eat. 

DON RIDER 

By email 


editor@adbusters.org 
fax 604.737.6021 
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The secret of life is to have no 
-Nkwame Nkrumah 








WHEN I FIRST MOVED TO JOHANNESBURG 
е а f Itruly discovered terror, the kind that 
© nestles inside you and never really leaves. 
Thad come from one of the world's safest 

cities, Hong Kong, to one that I had heard described as the crime 
capital of the world. I was staying in a house in Brixton — close 
to the seething inner city — with people who considered the city 
their own. A black man, a fruit seller, came to the door. I bought 
ripe figs from him, but my host was not happy. She told me 
never, ever to do that again. “Once they're in, they're in,” 
she said. 

Fear is contagious. She told me never to stop ata red light 
after dark, and that the thin men selling roses, newspapers and 
sometimes even jokes were actually thieves who would smash 
windows and grab bags, given half the chance. Men might break 
into the house, hold us ransom and rape us, she said. We 
grimaced at the thought. “They'll have to kill me first,” I said. 

“Obviously,” she added, “you don’t walk anywhere, 
especially after dark.” 

Imemorized the antisocial and hopeless rules of engagement 
in a society ruled by fear. Car windows must be closed in 
summer and winter, doors always locked, handbags stowed 
beneath seats. Never open your door to a stranger. Bolt your 
house, be suspicious and beware, for terror can strike at any 
moment. “They” don’t care if they kill you. “They” have no 
respect for property or human life. 

My host’s house had impossibly high walls, remote control 
gates and panic alarms in every room. If you took fright, you 
could press a button on the wall and armed defenders would 
arrive within minutes. Still, I remember quiet afternoons where 
Theard every noise and crept about the house highly alert and 
numb with fear. I was acutely aware that once I left the gated 
driveway, Iwas on my own. 

This is nota new preoccupation for white South Africa, 
During the apartheid era, the army and police threw a razor- 
wire cordon around the black townships, where crime flourished 
and went mostly unreported. Blacks were allowed into white 
areas to work and were arrested if found “loitering” in the 
pockets of privilege. 

Today, South Africa is a democracy and privilege has been 
privatized. The nation spends the largest portion of GDP in the 
world on security; it's the fastest growing sector of the economy. 
Private security guards outnumber the visible police force five to 
one. If you drive through Joburg at six in the morning or 
evening, you will see the paramilitary parades of private armies, 
their lieutenants barking orders and reading prayers as they 
oversee the changing of the guard. 

At first Icouldn’t tell the real enemy from the perceived source 
of anxiety. I was scared of all black men, because when South 
Africans say “them,” they mean young black men. Yet those 
who feel most at risk are fooling themselves. The fact is that 
young black men are the most likely to be victimized by crime, 
not the white housewives who attend courses where they are 
told what to do in the event of being hijacked. Those who have 
the least to fear spend the most time, money and emotional 
energy keeping it at bay. The housewives lobby to have whole 
streets closed off, and now the northern and eastern reaches of 


Johannesburg are а series of secure enclaves patrolled by guards 
paid a pittance to protect obscene wealth. 

Before the end of apartheid, the city center was the divider — 
to the north the leafy suburbs, to the south the mine-dumps 
and barren townships. In the late “Sos, white business fled the 
downtown to create edge cities in the suburbs, and so Sandton 
and Rosebank and Fourways became the new nodes of money. 
There, shopping malls are controlled environments where 
“strangers” are not invited to window shop. 

But the dividing line creeps constantly north. 

The desolate spaces and deserted buildings of downtown have 
been filled by new immigrants, Hawkers took the streets, music 
filled the air, and the place was pronounced a no-go zone. In the 
last few years the government, in partnership with big business, 
has created City Improvement Districts. These pockets of the 
city are patrolled and strangely clean, Step out of them and the 
chaos of an African inner city envelopes you again. 

In Johannesburg the fear is now power, with a vested interest 
in keeping the rich in a state of terror. And so, bombarded by 
marketing that preys on ancient fears, the city’s middle classes - 
now black and white - spend their lives in cars insured against 
theft and fitted with armored glass and tracking devices, driving 
from secure office blocks to fortified homes to sanitized malls. 
Our buildings have become inhospitable, our hearts hardened; 
our city eats itself as inhabitants scramble to create safe passage 
for the rich while the poor must fend for themselves. 

There's not much in between these two extremes - South 
Africa is second only to Brazil in income inequality. Either 
you take your chances in the no-go zones, or you live with the 
constant reminders of fear that decorate the suburbs, Notice 
the signs advertising security companies; Peaceforce, Stallion, 
Fearless, Barons. Notice the signs for razor-wire at 14 rand a 
metre, the guard dogs, the hesitant voice of a terrified woman 
through the intercom. Notice the sharp shadows thrown by 
palisade fencing onto suburban lawns where the sound of 
children laughing is drowned out by screaming alarms and 
the whining of sirens late into the night, and sometimes the 
firecracker pop of handguns, the buzz of helicopters and the 
screeching of tires. 

The suburban home now comes equipped with a pool, 
barbecue area and playpen as the functions of society move out 
of parks and leafy streets and into the private home compound. 
More and more golf estates and luxury villages are being built 
and occupied behind electrified walls, marketed to young buyers 
asan investment in an uncertain future. 

It's a joke, sometimes. It makes good fodder for comedians. 
Witness the Wimpy chain’s advert for the “Joburger” (“It’s a 
steal”). Witness Max the Gorilla, who became a local hero after 
being shot by an escaping burglar. Max was adopted by the 
Maxidoor Company, purveyors of steel flexi-doors promoted 
for their ability to turn your house into a “secure cocoon.” 
Lloyds of London offers rape insurance, an amusement park 
asks by way of billboard, “And you thought Joburg was scary?” 
anda lone culture jammer turns our stop signs into reminders 
that fear can eat our souls: “Stop Being Afraid.” 





Nicole Turner 
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language of *homeland security" has quickly turned Orwellian 
Jand out-and-out spooky. Late last year the public got its first 
look at the new Information Awareness Office and its mandate 
of what total information awareness.” The 1A0 aims 
to “counter asymmetric threats” by compiling a centralized 
“grand database" with files on every American - including 
all medical, academic, legal and travel records; financial 
ansactions and credit card purchases; and even records of 
Iphone calls, emails and magazine subscriptions. 

Fundamentals aside, the new unit will also be developing 
biometric technology for “Human ID at a Distance” and 
Babylon” software for foreign-language translation. 

“There’s a reason why they call it total information 
awareness,” says Marc Rotenberg, executive director of the 

ashington-based Electronic Privacy Information Center. 
“The goal is to collect everything that can be collected and then 
to create new data collection tools for those things that can't 
currently be collected.” 

The project has been an unmitigated PR disaster, attracting 
the wrath of columnists, editorial writers and talk-show pundits 
across the country, and prompting thousands of faxed 
complaints to the White House. None of this was helped by the 
тло'з chilling logo (at right) or “Knowledge is Power” motto, 
but even worse was the appointment of Reagan-era security 
advisor John Poindexter to head the project. In 1990, 
Poindexter was convicted of misleading Congress, destroying 
official documents and obstructing justice during the Iran- 
Contra arms trade scandal (his sentence was later overturned 
because he had received Congressional immunity in return for 
his misleading testimony). 
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FORGET WAR. LET GEORGE AND SADDAM GO 
ONE-ON-ONE ON THE VIRTUAL BATTLEFIELD OF 
all HE US ARMY'S OWN VIDEO GAME, AMERICA'S 
LadARMY-OPERATIONS. THE RECRUITING TOOL HAS 
[REACHED MILLIONS OF AMERICANS, WHO LEARN 
HAT THE ‘FORCES OF EVIL’ RESPECT ONLY TWO 


Poindexter's résumé was one ofa range of paranoia-inducing 
elements stripped from the тло website not long after its 
launch. Those who checked in early, however, saw Poindexter 
described as a person “noted for creative solutions to difficult 
nd who “brings a unique blend of experience to 
[problems from the highest levels of government." 

In the wake of his тло appointment, Poindexter got to taste 
some invasion of privacy for himself. In December, Sa 
Francisco Weekly columnist Matt Smith published the 140 
chief's home address and phone number, inviting readers to 
‘contact the spy boss with their thoughts about homeland 
security. Poindexter had his number disconnected, but "Total 
ter Awareness" web pages have since proliferated on 
the internet, with well over a hundred sites offering Poindexter's 

s and telephone numbers, as well as 
information on neighbors and relatives and even aerial photos 
of his house. 

Media criticism and grassroots opposition have not gone 
unheard in Washington, with Republicans like retiring House 
Majority Leader Dick Armey and former House Speaker Newt 
Gingrich joining an array of Democrat senators speaking out 
against total awareness. Senator Charles Schumer suggested the 
changes begin with Poindexter's head on a platter. “If we need 
a Big Brother,” he told АВС news, “he’s the last one on the list 
I would choose.” 


issues,” 


Adrian Hardie 








You had to move fast for an inside look at the mindset behind the new IAO. The creepy 
logo, along with a chart explaining how the unit will pry into everyday life in America, 
was quickly yanked from the official website (www.darpa.mil/iao). Too late – ће ‘net 
was already buzzing from the mainstream to the far-flung fringe. The logo takes the 
bizarre Great Seal of the United States (long held up as proof of high level Freemason 
weirdness) and casts its baleful gaze over all the world. Conspiracy theorists were quick 
to point out that the IAO acronym is also the Formula of Osiris for the Redemption of 
Mankind, as posited by infamous occultist and self-proclaimed "Beast of the 
Apocalypse” Aleister Crowley. Three cheers for the IAO branding team! 
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Falls, Montana. At the end of 2nd Avenue North, the 
Malmstrom Air Force Base begins, spreading out across 5, 

600 acres of snow-covered prairie. Destination: the 34 rst Space 
Wing, which controls 200 Minuteman nuclear-missile silos. 

Inside the vehicles are ro weapons inspectors and five support 
staff, They're a diverse group, ranging from ex-military types 
to scientists to a Canadian Member of Parliament. From an 
organizational meeting in Washington, DC, the group has 
traveled to Montana to begin to inspect and catalog America's 
eye-popping array of weapons of mass destruction. 

Two guards armed with моз machine guns step in front of 
the lead car and signal the driver to roll down the window. 
Above the gate, wind snaps through a faded American flag. 

The driver explains the weapons inspectors’ assignment. 
One guard, dressed in olive-drab fatigues, radios a message. 
More guards and several plainclothes officers appear, speaking 
now to the other vehicles. There are many questions, and 
multiple requests for identification, A soldier talks again into 
his radio, then marches back to the lead driver. “You are denied 
entry,” he says. “You'll have to turn these cars around.” 

At least, that’s what the Rooting Out Evil coalition is 
expecting. In late February 2003, the new international peace 
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group will pay its first visit to an undisclosed US weapons 
facility. They could start almost anywhere - America is home to 
the world's largest concentrations of chemical, biological and 
nuclear weapons. 

“We don't expect to be admitted, but we will make a public 
statement," says Rooting Out Evil organizer Christy Ferguson. 
They'll also hold a jammer's mirror up to the US administration 
and its pre-war rhetoric of "rogue nations." The group selected 
the US for inspection as its top priority, based on the Bush 
government's own criteria for dangerous states: a stockpile of 
chemical, biological and nuclear weapons; refusal to sign and 
honor international treaties; ignoring due process at the United 
Nations; and attaining power through illegitimate means. 

“We want to highlight not only the hypocrisy of the Bush 
administration, but also the danger of it - that they are really 
posing a threat to global security,” Ferguson 

Over 12,000 people have signed up as honorary weapons 
inspectors on the coalition website (www.rootingoutevil.org). 
Not every supporter can play the role of Hans Blix at, say, the 
biological weapons storehouses of Brooks Air Force Base in San 
Antonio, Texas, butall are given updates and opportunities to 
participate as the campaign evolves. 

“People sign up to say they're interested, they believe in what 
we're doing,” says Ferguson. “And they believe that the United 
States should come under further scrutiny.” 
























SEVERAL MONTHS AGO IN DETROIT WE HAD AN INVESTIGATION AT WHICH OVER 150 
honorably discharged, and many very highly decorated, veterans testified to war crimes ff 
committed in Southeast Asia. These were not isolated incidents but crimes committed | J 

Jon a day-to-day basis with the full awareness of officers at all levels of command. Iris Sa 
BB impossible to describe to you exactly what did happen in Detroit- the emotions in 

[һе room and the feelings of the men who were reliving their experiences in Vietnam. 
They relived the absolute horror of what this country, in a sense, made them do. 

They told stories that at times they had personally raped, cut off ears, cut off heads, 
taped wires from portable telephones to human genitals and turned up the power, cut 
off limbs, blown up bodies, randomly shot at civilians, razed villages in a fashion 
reminiscent of Ghengis Khan, shot cattle and dogs for fun, poisoned food stocks, and 
generally ravaged the countryside of South Vietnam in addition to the normal ravage 
of war and the normal and very particular ravaging which is done by the applied 
bombing power of this country. 

We call this investigation the Winter Soldier Investigation. The term Winter Soldier 
isa play on words of Thomas Paine's in 1776 when he spoke of the Sunshine Patriots 
and summertime soldiers who deserted at Valley Forge because the going was rough. 

We who have come here to Washington have come here because we feel we have to 
be winter soldiers now. We could come back to this country, we could be quiet, we 
could hold our silence, we could not tell what went on in Vietnam, but we feel because 
of what threatens this country, not the reds, but the crimes which we are committing 
that threaten it, that we have to speak out. 


















John Kerry, Vietnam Veterans Against the War statement to 
the Senate Committee of Foreign Relations, April 23, 1971 
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THE SOVIET EMPIRE HAS IMPLODED, THE JAPANESE MIRACLE 
lis no long threat - even the Vietnam wobble is almost 
forgotten, America is the undisputed superpower, its warships 





cruising the world, its techno-scientific achievements leaping 
from triumph to triumph, As author Don DeLillo put it, 
American culture penetrates “every wall, home, life and mind” 
on the planet. 

But all is not what it seems. 

September 11 has revealed a vulnerable nation. Like a bully 
їп а bar who just got a bloody nose, America is blustering, it's 
posturing, it’s overreacting; it’s wobbling again. Witness the 











controlling the price of oil worldwide is one way to save the 









is now in danger of losing its shine. Taking on Saddam and 





national brand, and, of course, all the myriad sub-brands that 


“feed beneath it 
It's an old story — the well-worn path of history. Rather than 






way George Bush mocks his enemies and revels in his $1-billion- 
la-day victory over one of the weakest nations on earth. Witness 














how fanatically determined he is to whip Saddam’s ass, no 
matter what the cost. John le Carré summed it up nicely: 
a has entered one of its periods of historical madness 


horse than McCarthyism, worse than the Bay of Pigs and in the 


long term potentially more disastrous than the Vietnam war. 
After World War II, America’s talk of freedom and dignity 
inspired the world. Since then its moral fiber has gradually 
roded - it has grown decadent and devolved into a brand. 
America? із a corporate-run, hollow nation in a constant 
crisis of depression, crime, obesity and excess. It no long 
the guts to take on an enemy in face to face combat = it likes to 
“win” its wars from 40,000 feet, and only if the people back 
home can keep shopping and sipping soda while the bombs fall 
in their name. 

The war against Iraq is not really about democracy, regime 
change or even national security. It’s mostly about control over 
Iraq's 
demands a steady supply of cheap oil. Increase the price to $50 
a barrel and Americans would be pulling guns on each other in 
the gas stations, as they did during the 1975 oil embargo. Like 
Marlboro, McDonald's and Nike, the whole of Brand Americ: 






ast oil resource 





America’s oil-guzzling way of life 
















adjusting and accommodating and being fleet of foot, declining 
superpowers try to cement their slipping preeminence into an 
exploitative system; they try to turn their Autumn into a new 
Spring. Rome did it, the Brits did it, and now America is 
following suit. Maybe that's the way it has to be. It’s almost 
impossible to imagine the US coming to terms with a less exalted 
place in the world - the American ego could not handle it, the 
American consumer would not put up with it and America's 
ruling elite would never allow it. The American way of life is 
not negotiable. 

In every good Hollywood flick from High Noon to Star Wars, 
the hero always triumphs over the bad guys in the closing scene. 
We all love to watch this mythical struggle between good and 
evil. It lifts our spirits and helps us make sense of the world. 

But this movie we're now watching on the nightly news may 
havea surprise ending that leaves Osama bin Laden roaring 
with laughter. And when the lights go on and the dust has 
settled, we the six billion people who were out of the power 
loop, who lived complacently in America’s shadow, will have 
to come up with system-level solutions to the geo-eco-politico- 
military mess left behind by American hegemony. 

Kalle Lasn 











IN THE SUMMER OF 2002, AMERICA BECAME STRANGELY 
comfortable with seeing its ceos in the courthouse docks. 

The images flashed around the world, and in Bhopal, India, they 
raised the unavoidable question: Why not Warren Anderson? 

It was Anderson in the chief executive's chair when, just after 
midnight on December 5, 1984, a 40-ton toxic cloud spilled 
from a Union Carbide Corporation chemical plant and into the 
streets of Bhopal. In an instant, the sleeping city was 
transformed into a wide-awake hell. Over 2,000 people died 


immediately; another 6,000 succumbed over the next three days. 


To date, at least 15,000 Bhopal residents have perished from 
injuries they sustained in the airborne assault, Hundreds of 
thousands of others are sick. They have cancer, psychological 
illnesses and shattered nervous and reproductive sy 

The silent enemy had a scientific name: methyl isocy 
Eighteen years after the disaster, however, it’s the moral silence 
that poses the greatest threat. Michigan-based Union Carbide 
paid the Indian government $470 million US in 1989 through 
an out-of-court settlement, but many survivors and victims’ 
families have seen little or no money. They want health care 
and someone to clean up their still-polluted surroundings, but 
they're also fighting for accountability. 

They want Warren Anderson. 

Now retired and living in New York state, Anderson was 
charged with "culpable homicide" by Indian police in 1992 
and placed under a permanent arrest warrant. In August 2002, 
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federal prosecutors pushed to reduce his charges to “hurt by 
negligence.” Chief Judicial Magistrate Rameshwar Kothe 
refused, and asked India’s Central Bureau of Investigation to 
start building the case to have Anderson extradited from the US. 
While nine Indian officials from the Bhopal Union Carbide plant 
have already faced downgraded charges, served sentences and 
paid fines, neither Anderson nor Dow Chemical Company — 
which merged with Union Carbide in 2001 — has answered to 
the Indian courts. 

“If you let them get away with it, then it means they can keep 
getting away with this in the Third World, where people and 
crimes of this sort have almost never been prosecuted and have 
never been brought to justice,” says Krishnaveni Gundu, US 
coordinator for the International Coalition for Justice in Bhopal. 
“rs really important to set an example.” 

Multinational conglomerates have an endless ladder of 
command. Hundreds of people, both in India and the US, would 
have slowly set the stage for Bhopal’s horror. Anderson is now 
an 80-year-old man who sat atop that rickety ladder. Like Enron 
ceo Kenneth Lay, he was a standing symbol of his corporation 
and its values, and according to documents obtained by the 
Indian courts and victims’ groups, he signed off on shoddy safety 
measures and unproven, cheap technologies. Seeing Anderson 
stand before an Indian judge could trigger shockwaves of 
corporate fear. 

But the process is tedious. Kothe's extradition request must 
first be approved by the Indian ministry of external affairs 
and ultimately the prime minister before it reaches the US 
government. One word - globalization — explains why the call 
for Warren's day in court could fail to end up on a desk at the 
US State Department. *Governments are meant to protect the 
people, but they're not going to do it,” says Gundu. “Most Third 
World countries are afraid of upsetting foreign multinational 
companies and governments in developed countries.” 

It's also clear that the US has little appetite to shake its 
corporate culture with an extradition that could send American 
stock markets into a panic. In an August 28, 2002, daily press 
briefing, a reporter asked US State Department spokesman 
Richard Boucher for comment on Kothe’s ruling. Boucher’s 
response? “We have not had and don’t have at this point 
anything particular to say about the court case.” 
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WHILE THE WHITE HOUSE 
works to create the first 
postmodern corporate feudal 
state, a resistance is rising at 
the level of the local town 
hall. Municipal officials in 
Porter Township, 
Pennsylvania, have become 
the first US jurisdiction to 
introduce binding law 
eliminating corporate claims 
tocivil and constitutional 
privileges. The move stems 
from a battle between sludge 
companies (like Synagro and 







THOM HARTMANN 


rope a little shorter. 


Itwas a simple tax case, but an 1886 US Supreme Court hearing 
Paved the golden path to corporate personhood. Author Thom 
Hartmann examines how corporations have since used and abused 
human rights to generate swollen profits and, ultimately, shape 
the world. It all began with Santa Clara County vs. Southern Pacific 
Railroad - and yet there's no official court ruling on the books. 

Did a court reporter mistakenly award corporations Fourteenth 
Amendment rights intended to protect freed American slaves? 

The noose is tightening for swollen multinationals. Hartmann's 
detailed research and map for legal reform cut the 


Unequal Protection: The Rise of Corporate Dominance and the Theft 
of Human Rights, by Thom Hartmann (Rodale Press, 2002). 





Alcosan) and Pennsylvania 
citizens who do not want 
toxic waste unloaded on their 
communities. From the legislature to 

the courtroom, corporations have used 
claims to “personhood” in order to 
sanction their right to pollute. But Porter 
Township officials have drawn a line, 
and sewage sludge companies can no 
longer claim *human rights" the next 
time they want to dump their load on 

the community. 


AND WAIT JUST A MINUTE - DON'T 

we own some of these companies? 

As America's big accounting firms 

faced accusations of nudge-nudge-wink- 
wink bookkeeping practices, citizen 
shareholders started asking tougher 
questions about the financial reports of 
the companies they invest in. Asa result, 
the Securities and Exchange Commission 
recently accepted a proposal by a 


carpenters’ union to make it harder for 
companies to hide their financial high 
jinks from their shareholders. In another 
example of a growing corporate 
crackdown, a large investor coalition 
called Campaign ExxonMobil recently 
convinced 20 percent of the oil 
company’s shareholders to support 

a resolution that the company adopt a 
renewable energy plan. That number 

is more than twice the support the 
resolution received at last year's annual 
general meeting, and suggests that the 
company's head-in-the-sand denial of 
global warming won't even fly with its 
own investors much longer. 


STILL, CORPORATE AMERICA IS 
winning victories of its own. Oil 
companies and the Bush administration 
breathed a joint sigh of relief last year 


s 


when judge John D. Bates ruled that the 
grubby American public doesn’t need 

to see the details of their government’s 
energy policy. Congress’ General 
Accounting Office had sought the release 
of records from Vice President Dick 
Cheney’s energy task force in light of the 
fact that the VP received a heavy dose of 
input from the criminals at Enron, among 
other Republican political contributors. 
But Bates himself gave money to the Bush 
2000 campaign prior to being appointed 
by Dubya as District Judge for the 
District of Columbia in December 2001. 
Understandably, Bates gave his bosses the 
decision they wanted, and ensured that 
corporate execs will continue to influence 
the White House behind closed doors - 
until they end up in jail, that is. 


Nicholas Klassen 
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IT’S SO RARELY SAID THAT ISRAEL IS A 
hopeful place. Ata dusty backpacker’s 
café in Jerusalem, Noam Kuzar, a 20- 
year-old combat soldier, explains why he 
became the first Israeli to refuse military 
service since renewed violence erupted in 
September 2000. “There are three million 
Palestinians there who don’t have the 
right to vote, who can't have а regular job 
or go to school without soldiers standing 
over them,” he says. Kuzar went to jail 
for refusing to guard an Israeli settlement 
in the occupied territories. 

Kuzar's decision was the first flint- 
strike of a firestorm known as the 
“refusenik movement.” In the past year, 
more than 500 Israeli army reservists 
and officers have risked social castigation 
and imprisonment by refusing to serve 
in what they call the “War of the 
Settlements.” Now that spirit of 
resistance is spreading = and sweeping 
Israel once again into the churn of 
radical change. 

Transformation is a definitive aspect 
of Israeli political life. The fact that hard- 
liner Ariel Sharon = disgraced after 
dragging Israel into that country’s 
Vietnam, the disastrous Lebanon War 
that began in 1982 — managed to morph 
into a grandfatherly figure for the 2001 
election seemed as miraculous as the 
parting of the Red Sea. Just as surprising 
has been his subsequent downshift into 
“the Godfather,” as the opposition Labor 
party portrayed him as he staggered 
toward the January 28 election. 

It began with allegations of vote- 
buying and organized crime connections 
within Sharon's Likud party (including 
the candidacy of a convicted murderer 
who killed a Palestinian prisoner with 
his bare hands). Sharon remained above 
reproach until allegations of bribery, 
fraud and breach of trust followed. 
revelations that a $1.5-million loan had 


US China free 


UK Israel 


been deposited in his sons’ accounts Бу a 
South African businessman, purportedly 
to pay back illegal campaign 
contributions from 1999. 

Opinion polls leading into the election 
showed a steep drop in Likud support, 
but whatever the outcome, the campaign 
has revealed a mindshift in the body 
politic. Many voters drifted to parties 
with cleaner reputations, such as the 
ultra-religious Shas party and its polar 
opposite, the secular centrist Shinui. 
Yossi Beilin, a leading candidate with 
the left-wing Meretz party, told the New 
York Times that anti-religious sentiment 
is not the reason polls showed Shinui 
(Hebrew for “change”) as the third most 
popular party after Likud and Labor. 
“Voting for Shinui is the closest to not 
voting,” said Beilin. “They are the Archie 
Bunkers of Israel - they're against the. 
ultra-Orthodox, they're against Arabs.” 

Others have grown tired of the endless 
calls for unity - and escalating violence - 
in answer to Palestinian suicide attacks. 
Labor's dovish new leader Amram 
Mitzna says his party won't join a Likud- 
led coalition and whitewash Sharon’s 
strategies as they did after the last 
election. If ongoing violence has pushed 
many traditional members of the “peace 
camp” to the right, it has radicalized 
many others, both in Israel and abroad. 

Last summer, British researchers 
Steven and Hilary Rose launched an 
academic boycott of Israeli academia. 
Their letter, signed by academics in 13 
countries, called on the European Union 
to suspend funding for Israeli institutions 
until the Israeli government agrees to 
“abide by UN resolutions and open 
serious peace negotiations with the 
Palestinians." Steven Rose, a Jew who 
lost relatives in the Holocaust, has been 
attacked for initiating the action, which 
encourages individual contacts with 
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Israeli academics while opposing joint 
research projects or Israeli participation 
in international conferences or journals. 
Supporters compare the initiative to the 
broad-based cultural and sporting 
boycott that helped bring down South 
Africa’s apartheid regime. It also follows 
on another campaign borrowed from the 
fight against apartheid: an ongoing effort 
at Berkeley, UCLA, Princeton, Harvard 
and міт to convince the universities to 
divest from US companies that do 
business in Israel, 

Counter-petitions have proliferated, 
yet boycott supporters question why 
the proposed EU funding freeze has 
generated such uproar when the closure 
of Palestinian universities and the 
destruction of Palestinian schools and 
research facilities by Israeli armed forces 
have been met by silence. In January 
2003, Israel closed a technical school and 
a university in Hebron, calling them 
“hotbeds for terror attacks,” and issued 
a closure order for Birzeit University 
in Ramallah. 

Signs of dissent are growing. Worried 
by coalition parties that favor “transfer” 
(expulsion) of Palestinians as a solution 
to the conflict, this fall 187 Israeli 
professors initiated a document entitled 
“The Israeli government may be 
contemplating crimes against humanity,” 
signed by 800 American academics 
Alarmed by US bellicosity toward Iraq 
with Israel’s support, the letter warns 
the world that “the ‘fog of war’ could be 
exploited by the Israeli government to 
commit further crimes against the 
Palestinian people, up to full-fledged 
ethnic cleansing.” If the Likud manages 
to cobble together another coalition with 
right-wing and religious parties, we can't 
say that we weren’t warned. 
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“WHY CAN'T WE TAKE RISKS FOR PEACE? WE ARE SO BRAVE 
in war. We see no risks in war. Now we should take risks 
for peace.” 

They're the words of a former general, in Israel no les: 
Amram Mitzna, the outspoken if ineffective Labour leader, 
who in a handful of soundbites has shown the world that even 
inside a nation in terror, it is possible to see beyond the politics 
of perpetual war. That reminder alone is more important than 
any single idea that Mitzna propounds. He has widened the 
field of expression just when it seemed that talk of peace had 
become trite. 

The platform is simple enough. Abandon as “stupid” the 
philosophy that no talks with Palestinian leaders can occur 
without an end to terror attacks. Allow one year for negotiations 
to proceed. If no agreement is near, then Israel will take its 
own actions to secure peace. Settlers and the army will be 
withdrawn from most of the occupied territories and, if terror 
attacks continue to threaten, Israel will build a security fence to 
protect itself from those who violently resist the nation's 
continuing existence. 

“We have to negotiate as though there were no terror,” Mitzna 
says, “and fight terror as though we were not negotiating,” 

The ground-level shift in Israel brings to mind the words of 
US State Department spokesman Robert Kimmitt, when he told 
the world in April that Iraqi citizens face “a hard peace or an 
easy peace.” He meant peace under Saddam Hussein’s tyranny, 
or peace after a short, horrific war = but there's a deeper 
meaning to be mined from the term “hard peace.” It suggests 
difficult choices, lines drawn in the sand. It seems to call for a 
peace movement that demands much, much more than the 
absence of war. 

We need a “hard” peace movement because the choices on all 
sides have become so perverse. I’m hanging on to an Associated 
Press photo of Iraq’s militia, women in white headscarves 
holding AK-47 assault rifles. They are soldiers for Hussein — 
that’s plain enough - but they are also the people that the world 
wants to liberate from a tyranny that is, as Noam Chomsky puts 
it, “as evil as they come.” What does America’s war plan offer 
them? An uncertain chance at freedom, and then only if they 
survive а war in which they will be the targets. As the saying, 
goes, it must suck to be them. 

But what does the peace movement have to offer these 
women? Millions of people chanting “no blood for oil”? 

It’s a start, but the new politics of empire, sprung from terror, 
demands a more robust response. A global peace movement will 
need to be more like the global justice movement than the fight 





against the Vietnam War. When it comes to a case like Iraq, a 
global peace movement will need to make a credible demand 
for “regime change” in both Baghdad and Washington. 

Already, we can see the potential. Last year in New York City, 
activists issued the Not In Our Name (www.nion.us) statement 
of conscience that became the rallying point for a western front 
against “war without limits.” On January 3, Lebanese 
newspaper publisher Ghassan Tueni printed his open letter 
calling on Saddam Hussein to resign, which has created similar 
electricity in the Arab world. Taken together, the two statements 
form a fledgling baseline for an honest peace in Iraq - and the 
first real hint that it could be a new peace movement, and not 
an act of war, that ultimately unseats the Iraqi dictatorship. 
“The essential thing is to avoid this war, and to avoid its 
consequences,” Tueni told the European press. 

Like the global justice movement, the most effective global 
peace movement will be grassroots, dispersed, radically 
democratic, tolerant of a wide array of tactics and even, perhaps, 
willing to contemplate the possibility of “just war.” And it is 
unavoidable, again, that America will be this movement’s 
principal foe. The US has shifted to a siege mentality - а national 
cowardice - and placed itself on a permanent war footing. The 
Bush Doctrine is the grandest imperial arrogance of our times. 

It needs to be met not only with reaction and refusal, but also 
with a political challenge for peace that is as complex, imperfect 
and strategic as the call to arms. 

It’s worth taking a moment to acknowledge that what is 
building now is something that has never existed. There have been 
movements against certain wars, against specific acts or threats 

of war, against particular classes of weapons. But there has 
never been a global peace movement with the scope and depth of 
the past few years’ campaign against corporate globalization. 

The results are plain enough го see. In the headlines, we have 
utterly vile crimes of war on both sides of the Mideast conflict, 
and a war criminal in Iraq whose protection has been an 
uncomfortable side effect to opposition of American aggression. 
Out of the headlines, the absence of а global peace movement 
is even more disturbing. There are, for example, the wars of 
central Africa, in which the dead are piled as high, if not so 
uniformly, as in the Holocaust. There is Chechnya, which few 
can find on a map while even fewer can guess at the number of 
dead. The best estimates seem to range around 100,000. This 
is the world in which the old chants no longer make sense. 

It’s nowhere near enough to “give peace a chance.” What we 
need now is а peace that takes chances. 
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= a Lc ow 
{consciously litter every chance | get. I ask for extra handfuls of sauce when | gorge at 
Taco Bell and throw them away because they're free. | always give a bum a cigarette; 
cancer is free too. It's the little things that count, but wish | were dedicated enough to 
| destruction to do something bigger. Right now it'sonly a hobby. 
| When I awoke and saw the burning twin smokestacks of a dying democracy, | had 

i, an incredible feeling that things were going to change. For the worse. The worst. 

Y / Paranoia was going to squeeze us until we became a police state swept clean of 

Й deviances and careless mouths, or we would become a country in rubble, under 

7 perpetual crafty attack. Either way, it'd break up the banality for the fence-riders, or 
/ for those blinded masses who never saw, never thought to even try to foresee which 





scenario was coming. I'm nota fence-rider. Armageddon doesn't scare me, I'm 

already an acclimated, secret sociopath. I'd just rip the sleeves off all my shirts and 

steal some goggles, that's the fashion inan eschatological world, isn't it? Post- 

apocalyptic entrepreneurs would still be accepting pelts and handjobs in trade for 
um clean water at roadside stands... 


james barely 
` nyc 


I've visited a lot of countries, I've lived in many places around the we ‚а 

2 Jorid, and 
believe me there aren't many places with as many lonely, alienated, 
paranoid, narcissistic, frightened and trapped people as the US. So why are 
US citizens so proud of their country? Because they deny being its victim. 


* — Marc 


If you 
you just put a piece of grass there, it trivializes the issue ofthe memorial. 


Frank Gehry 


It would be tragic to erase the erasure. 
Elizabeth Diller & 
Ricardo Scofidio 





WORLD TRADE CENTER MEMORIAL DESIGN BY JAPANESE ARCHITECT TADAO ANDO. 
A GRASSY MOUND 100 FEET HIGH WOULD COMPLETELY FILL THE EMPTY SPACE OF GROUND ZERO, 
FORMING THE CAP OF A SPHERE EXACTLY 30,000 TIMES SMALLER THAN THE EARTH ITSELF. 

















bared 


gg! REMEMBER IRA GLASS TELLING THIS STORY SOME YEARS AGO ON HIS RADIO PROGRAM, 
"his American Life. One day, а man decides not to go to his well-paying job. Instead, 






he goes to a nearby bank and robs it. He does this not to get some easy cash = the usual 
[motive - but to get himself locked up, which he quickly succeeds in doing. In fact, the 
„The man does this, Ira explains, because he has 
himself from his middle-class existence, all of which 
seems pretty strange given that his life seems suspiciously akin to the American dream. 
Interviewed in prison, the man reports that he’s feeling a whole lot better, and he sounds 
pretty convincing too. I can't remember Ira Glass’s take on it exactly. 

The “big chill” happens, does it not, because people conform to the media 
representations of the good life as portrayed in film and on TV, and as mirrored by our 
friends and family. Once in the mainstream, it's not easy to break out, even for those who 
try, and most can’t imagine what an alternative life might look like. Many think they” 
doing their part simply by recycling tin and plastic and by buying an suv with slightly 
higher mileage. We just keep pushing forward, anesthetized by the big dream, clinging to 
the belief that when some threshold of accumulation is finally reached it will pay dividends 
of lasting happiness. When it doesn’t, all kinds of crazy shit starts to happen: depression, 
divorce, drugs, etc. If truly radical measures aren’t taken to break away from normalized 
insanity, watch out. Bombs are ticking all around us. Who knows who'll go off next. 
Maybe you. 


police station is just across the тсе 





become suicidally desperate to seve 



















Richard DeGrandpre 


OUTSIDE HAMLEY'S TOY STORE, LONDON, UK 
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clarity of mind 


‘THROW IT ON THE STACK: THE LATEST CHART SHOWING THE 
stratospheric rise of yet another mental health problem. This 
time it’s autism as measured in the state of California: a 370 
percent increase from 1987 to 1998. And so begins the finger- 
pointing. Is it an invisible toxin? Perhaps some viral chimera? 
Bad parenting? Or might it just be the mark of а sudden shift 
in diagnostic standards? 

Autism is a developmental disability marked by deficits 
in social interaction, cognitive reasoning, and verbal 
communication. It has long been considered a problem rooted 
in genetics, though genes alone could never explain such a 
sudden rise. Moreover, the new numbers do not appear to be 
unique to California; in Maryland, for example, while the. 
overall population increased very little, the diagnosis of autism 
increased 513 percent from 1993 to 1998. The only thing more 
disturbing than this increase in autism —and a less severe form 
of the disorder known as Pervasive Developmental Disorder — 
is the fact that nobody seems to know why it is happening. 

Bizarrely, one possible explanation can be found in the fine 
print of the US Homeland Security bill passed last November. 
Here one finds a provision shielding Eli Lilly, the maker of 
Prozac, from an onslaught of lawsuits that link the American 
pharmaceutical giant to the autism crisis. The accusations stem 
from a Lilly product called thimerosal —a preservative found in 
child vaccines, and one that lies at the center of a long list of 
stories like the following. 

Lyn and William Redwood, both medical professionals, had 
a son born in the early 1990s. During his first year he achieved 
all of his expected developmental milestones. Soon thereafter, 
however, he began to, as the Redwoods put it, “slip away from 
us.” The boy became disconnected from his parents, started 
having problems with eating and stopped developing verbally. 
The Redwoods had no idea why they were losing their child in 
this way, but years later they became aware of a possible link 
between the regressive form of autism displayed by their child 
and the thimerosal preservative in vaccines, which is almost 
50 percent organic mercury by weight. When the Redwoods 
examined their son's vaccine record they found that all the 
vaccines he had received at two, four and six months of age 
contained thimerosal. In fact, the Redwoods’ son received 
62.5 micrograms in each of his three inoculations. The US 
Environmental Protection Agency's allowable daily exposure 
of mercury із only 0.5 mcg based on his weight. 

In fact, the rising rate of autism coincides closely with the 
increase in the scheduling of vaccines that began in the late 
1980s. Parents have been assured, however, that the mercury 
exposure from the vaccines poses no risk, and while thimerosal 
production has now been halted, vaccines containing the heavy 
metal remain in stock and continue to be used. 





The halting of thimerosal's production began, ironically, 
with Neal Halsey, a pediatrician and scholar at Johns Hopkins 
University who served as chairman of the American Academy of 
Pediatrics committee on infectious diseases from 1995 to 1999. 
As was reported in December 2002 in the New York Times 
Magazine, Halsey was among those who began the campaign 
to have the number of vaccines given to infants increased two 
and a half fold in the 19905, a move that was criticized as a 
risky experiment being done on millions of healthy American 
children. Halsey remained committed, however, until he 
attended a June 1999 Food and Drug Administration meeting 
focusing on thimerosal. After seeing data on the link between the 
Lilly preservative and autism, and becoming aware of just how 
high were the amounts of mercury to which the children were 
being exposed, Halsey began to take seriously the possibility 
that while the vaccines might be safe, the thimerosal preservative 
contained in them was not. On July 7, 1999, with Halsey's 
worries mounting, the American Academy of Pediatrics 
announced a joint statement with the Public Health Service 
recommending that thimerosal be removed from all va 

And the story continues. Two years later, in 2001, the 
Centers for Disease Control and Prevention used a health 
insurance database to assess the link between thimerosal 
exposure and autism. They found a clear statistical relationship: 
the greater the thimerosal exposure, the greater the likelihood 
of autism in a child. Those results were never officially made 
public, however. Instead, scientists at the coc altered their 
initial findings by diluting the database, adding in data from 
younger children — children too young го show thimerosal's 
ultimate noxious effects. We know this because of the autism- 
parent support group Safe Minds, which uncovered the secret 
history through documents obtained through the Freedom of 
Information Aci 

Clearly, Eli Lilly's stake in all of this remains huge. Thanks to 
the Bush administration and the Republican Congress, however, 
we may never find out just what the company knew, and when = 
and no doubt Lilly will never pay a price for its possible crimes. 
Civil lawsuits had begun to tell a devastating story, but access to 
the company’s archives is, at least for the time being, closed. And 
that's notall. Knowing that congressional protection from 
vaccine-related lawsuits might not be enough to keep the lid on 
(and that the protection may even be repealed by Congress later 
this year), the Bush administration asked a federal court in late 
November to seal all documents related to a federal “vaccine 
court" that administers a fund for people harmed by vaccines. 
It seems clear, in other words, that Lilly has something to hide, 
and all too clear that a pro-business White House is more than 
willing to help with the hiding. 





















Richard DeGrandpre 
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»» Status: 

>> 


>> Sometimes I'll look up from my desk at school and see dust. and rubble fly past as an 
>> atomic shockwave lifts all the world. A second blast then incinerates or 
>> disintegrates everything and in the snowshower of cement, time speeds up. Storms 
»» pass with the winter. Then the sun is on my face and the grass grows again. Seeds 
>> Sprout and trees grow fifty feet tall in seconds. Animals walk the jungle floor. Time 
>> slows. А creature has formed a crude tool to capture insects. And later, a similar 
»» animalis killing another with a club. Sometimes Sometimes | know there is no 
»» escape from ourselves. 
> 

> Ryan Mackay 

> Ontario 








І сап no 
longer 
remember 
the past 


THE PATIENT LIES MOTIONLESS BENEATH A HULKING 
machine. Nearby, white-coated technicians monitor her high- 
resolution brain scan, watching as blue and yellow clusters form 
a topographical mind-map. They are attentive but not anxious, 
because this woman is not sick. She's a test subject for a 
multinational corporation. 

The procedure is part of a new advertising technique called 
neuromarketing. It works like this: test subjects are shown a 
series of images while a magnetic resonance imaging (MRI) 
machine scans their brain activity. A computer simultaneously 
monitors how volunteers physically respond to each image. 

As the pictures flash by, colored patches appear in different areas 
of the brain, corresponding to deep-seated feelings of pleasure, 
dislike and indifference. 

MRI scans are routine in medicine, used to detect cancerous 
tumors and other medical problems. Now, using data culled 
from volunteer brain scans, companies can make subtle changes 
to their products and advertisements to micro-target our desires 
and emotions. The Atlanta-based BrightHouse Institute for 
Thought Sciences is an early player in the new subconscious 
marker; BrightHouse won't reveal its clients, but according to 
their promotional materials, neuromarketing works for 
companies because it is *based not on educated guesses, but 
on objective and quantitative data that reflect how their 
customers are really thinking and what will ultimately drive 
their purchase behavior." 

But neuromarketing has nothing to do with manipulation, 
says Adam Koval, the company's chief operating officer. 

“You can't drive someone's behavior,” he says. “It’s nota 
matter of getting someone to buy something they don't want to 
purchase.” Instead, the goal is to clean up the media overdrive 
and create messages that resonate with what consumers actually 
want. “What we're trying to do is reduce that clutter — to 
produce less ads that are more effective. It’s the next degree 

of sophistication.” 

Toronto psychologist Will Cupchik is a little less excited by 
this latest technological fix. Whether you’re selling soap or 
senators in a political campaign, Cupchik says brain scan data 
could be used to create highly influential *sublimages." 

“The potential for manipulation is infinite, and it is possible 











to turn people on and turn them off, virtually at will, without 
them even knowing they’ve been turned on or off by something 
external. We're at a point where the situation is fraught with 
danger and risk and opportunity for people who are in the know 
and have access to this kind of technology.” 

Supporters of the technology are quick to point to its positive 
potential - ап international aid group, for example, could use 
neuromarketing information to develop more effective donation 
campaigns. BrightHouse has offered to work with youth anti- 
drug groups to create more targeted promo materials, while 
their ethics policy promises that mind-mapping techniques will 
help itsclients *make more informed, more socially responsible 
decisions about how to conduct business." 

Even without mri scans, though, advertisers are finding 
the means to pick our brains. Take мет (Zaltman Metaphor 
Elicitation Technique), a patented research tool from Olson 
Zaltman Associates. Study subjects create a variety of digital 
collages, visual metaphors and storylines about products, 
often with the help of computer graphics programs. These 
subconscious mirrors then help researchers understand 
consumer motivations and, ultimately, create ads that 
encourage us to buy. According to Olson Zaltman, ¿MET is 
effective because 95 percent of our thought patterns travel 
through the murky unconscious. Probing that unmapped 
territory with a mix of clinical psychology, cognitive 
neuroscience and sociology can yield major corporate 
ammunition. One ZMET study found a connection between how 
mothers feel on their kids’ first day of school and their drive to 
buy and eat cereal. 

Who ranks among ZMET's corporate clients to date? Procter 
& Gamble, The Coca-Cola Company, Motorola and Nestlé, to 
name only a few. 

Brain scans, mental maps, subconscious probes - as science 
hops under the covers with business, it’s turning up the heat 
on the mental environment. Once the brain is mapped and 
sorted, is there anywhere else to go? It’s up to the hand that 
holds the technology. “I think this tool is like а scalpel,” says 
Cupchik. “You can use it in very positive ways or you can 
butcher somebody." 








Cheri Hanson 
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The following comments were written after traveling the Path subway system 
between 14th Street and 23rd Street in Astoria, New York, on September 18, 2002: 


i Channel. 
it idvertisement for the Discovery ' 
f the train, | saw a zoetrope adve me siis 
bebe) a quick flash-card series, seemingly pros ae project 
somehow right outside the subway window, on the wall of the 


After the excitement died down between my girlfriend and me, a feeling of nausea and helplessness 
Sank into the pit of my stomach. Maybe | took my observations a little deeper than | should have, 
but! just could not do what they wanted me to do - could not just walk. away amazed. 










OVING EXPERIENCE? 


The train ride reminded me of traveling through a television, paying to be fought over 
> and paid for. It reminded me of looking in a mirror of modernity - of. entrapment in 1 
image and the haziness of focus that follows the thrill of seeing our own reflections. 


Tomorrow will be little different. Th. 'essmen, the working-class folks and of 
Course the teachers will get on the eir assigned functions in the city. Perhaps 
it will be Willie Nelson's image flashing heavily through these tunnels, telling us to. buy Gap jeans. 
The next day perhaps it will be Nike and its French fantasy 


Поок around at the world lam living in and am possessed. byafeeling that goes far beyond 

Simple fear. It's a feeling that creeps into me as | walk the streets of my: city or as | leave and 
venture into suburbia and see strip mall after Strip mall. Perhaps this feeling is my innate 

" wisdom returning from repression and Searching for some kind ої: retribution. -—- 


Matthew Pascarella 


le commuters, the busin: 
train to come and fill th 









IOW DO YOU OWN A SPACE? 





The first thing I did this morning was 
feed my video-game addiction. I went out 
to the boob tube and found the sun was 
creating a fiery glare on the screen, 
preventing my immersion in a virtual 
world. I wondered to myself if the sun 
was always this bright in the morning; 

I thought not. It was as if the sun was 
begging me for attention, wanting me to 
go outside and enjoy its warmth and 
light. Instead I used a blanket to cover 
up the window, and lost myself in an 
abstract reality so distant from the sun 
and the landscape that it could be 
considered a different universe. There, 
disconnected from the here and now, 































in. I felt much like Plato's prisoner of the hair, inviting me to interact with it, and 
ve, freed and wondering why I had asking how I ever could have ignored its 
lived in shackles for so, presence. How could I ever again 
long. The brightness ignore the sun, wind or rain for 
of the sunlight hurt the darkness of technolo; 
my eyes but felt ERIC BROWN 
good at the By email 
time. The wi 
blowing my 








Ithink Ihave lost him = my father 
is gone forever. The last place I can 
remember seeing him was when he 
used to come and watch me play 
sports. Now they've taken 
him away. 
Yeah, I know who they are: 
Philip Morris, Nac, свз and all 































the rest of you. You have 
ingratiated your way into my 
father’s life and now you want 
to extinguish it, right before my 
eyes. No hobbies, no exercise - 
just 11-hour workdays, smoking 
and TV. 
How can I compete with the flash 
of television? It’s only 32 inches 
wide, but it has captivated and 
entertained my father better than I 
ever could, Even when he’s lulled 
into a state of unconsciousness, its 
rhythmic droning keeps him 
company. 


1 felt no peace, contentment or joy. 
What I felt was belligerence. I was 
constantly agitated and angered at 
how easy it was for the computer 
to beat me. I finally got fed up 
with this non-sentient, 
unsensuous piece of silicon 

and plastic getting the better of 
me. I slammed my controller 

on the floor (I've broken three 

in as many months) and 
headed outside. 

The sun and cool breeze 
hit my face and I forgot 
everything that had 
transpired in the 
opaque box I live 

















THEGOLDENBOY 
By email 








They're an unlikely set of whistleblowers -the people who create our 
cinematic illusions are suddenly nervous about the power of their own 
brand of magic. Actor Tom Cruise, a daddy of two, recently told the press that he 
limits his kids’ television viewing to a maximum of three and a half hours a week - 
one-eighth the US average - and then "only if they're doing well in school." They're not 
making up for lost screen-time in front of a computer, either. "We're focused on reading, 
alotof reading," says Cruise. 
Other virtual mythmakers are also putting their kids on firmer ground. Madonna pledges 
minimal tube-time for her two tots, and director Steven Spielberg limits his five children to 
an hour a day (after homework, chores and dinner). He also makes a special effort to keep his 
kids' innocent eyes sheltered from the network news. "Things are so frightening right now 
that! like the news to come from me,” he says. "That way І can reassure them they are safe.” 
The Spielberg brood isn't missing much, of course. Some of the day's top stories never make 
itto TV - like new studies that show that kids themselves are turning off the telly more often. 
According to the National Center for Education Statistics, close to 50 percent of fourth graders 
now watch two or less hours of television a day, up from 40 percent in 1994. 
And here's another story that Dan Rather and Tom Brokaw seem to have missed: the American 
Academy of Pediatrics is advising its members to “lead efforts іп. . . developing local TV turnoff week 
projects." With a critical body of research that warns of television's negative side effects — from poor 
body image and substance abuse to mental dopiness and violence - the healthcare jammers are finally 
setto walk their talk. 
On April 21-27, TV Turnoff Week will once again storm the airwaves of America and the world. 
Expect the unexpected - there'll be a million kids on the loose and running free, looking for games to play. 

















OKAY, WE NEED A HEADLINE. HOW ABOUT 
“33 waysto win back an advertiser"? 
Or maybe "Understanding the moods of 
major ceos.” Or something more active, 
like “Genuflection: earn marketers" 
respect while building your abs!" 

Yes, the magazine biz is in crisis. 
The dotcom bubble burst, and with it 
went the advertising boom that turned 
your favorite page-turners into branded 
magalogues. Last October at the 
American Magazine Conference, things 
looked bad enough that media bigwigs 
like Time Inc., Hearst and Starcom 
actually sounded off about what we've 
all known for years ~ that the media’s 
relationship to advertisers has become 
dangerously cozy. 

It’s a whimsical tale, how the industry 
got itself stuck in this position: once upon 





How big a story is the 35th anniversary 
ofthe Ralph Lauren brand? Big enough, 
apparently, for 57 pages of combined 
coverage in the fall issues of Vogue, O, 
Men's Journal, W and Architectural 
Digest, along with cover stories from 
Town & Country and GQ (the latter named 
Ralph a "Man of the Year"). What did the 
Polo player have to do to get into so much 
ink? Ask nicely - and let his brands’ $50- 
million-plus ad budgets do the rest of the 
convincing. A little media convergence 
also helps: four of the mags belong to a 
Single company, Advance Publications, 
and two more are owned by Hearst. 
Magazine execs told Ad Age that Lauren's 
PR team never pressured them for press. 
Of course, pressure isn’t needed when 
publishers just roll over. 





a time, long before we ever needed a term 

like “advertising clutter,” magazines were designed for readers, 
notad dollars. A few quick leaps toward mass consumption and 
we get what we have now = an industry where many magazines 
are бо percent advertising or more, and depend on major 
marketers just to keep the presses running. 

The way forward, say top magazine executives, is to wade 
even deeper into corporate culture. Media conglomerates like 
Hearst, which owns close to 20 major US publications, will 
look for “locked in” contracts and cross-company deals with 
advertisers like Proctor & Gamble or Philip Morris. We can 
also expect more spin-offs on successful magazines, such as 
CosmoGIRL! from Hearst's Cosmopolitan. 

The real bottom of the barrel, though, comes from the 
Magazine Publishers of America (mPa) and their quest to lure 
back advertisers at the expense of readers’ rights and well-being. 
r, the MPA and its allies ~ the Freedom to Advertise 











Coalition and the Advertising Tax Coalition - convinced US 
Congress not to pursue legislation that would limit the tax 
deductions pharmaceutical companies claim for direct-to- 
consumer drug advertising. Now the magazine owners are also 
urging the Federal Trade Commission to reconsider its plan to 
publicize a list of false and misleading weight-loss claims, With 
this list, publishers could take care to reject deceptive weight- 
loss ads. Instead, it looks like the industry would rather take 
the ad money and leave their readers in the dark 

Itall leads to a single, obvious question. If magazine owners 
are so worried about their advertising-dollar addiction, why not 
simply quit cold turkey? Over тоо titles in the US alone confirm 
thatan ad-free publishing paradigm is possible. As it turns out, 
readers don’t mind paying for freedom of the pr 











Shiloh Bouvette 


ATTACK OF THE CLONES о 
It started with corporations tı 


'rademarking eve - Smil 
laying claim to words that rh ng everyday words - Smile™! Now they're even 


lyme with their brands. Microsoft has launched a lawsuit 


SING tec 
| сер Som enanas Windows prim Si Lowe cae Inc. for trademark infringement against the 
still baffled by r web browser, intere ^ ft . ls a modified version of the free, open sour 
en inux OS through retailers such as Wal- , се 
m en /al-Mart.A US court first refused Microsoft‘ 
了 е subtle form ot TP ws TV's lead by fora temporary injunction against Lindo; ‘Srequest 
zu Lr : ws, and now company founder Michael 
^ с advertising. X day. works ora lempara unten aan z 
== vum 3 com mary judgment that would invalidate the windows 
um = mean competitor hesays 1. "What this is about is Microsoft slowing down a potential 
like this: websit iis in three shifts е That п | , | 
noon, noon tO @ icbonald’s could т " ionin cash and stock Heal bet 
я mailers offers $200,000 toan acontest that 
ЕЕЕ senate i yone who can run the Linux OS on 
малої atfourg Lei n offering барп. the Xbox video game console nu 
a cheesebul oec н e mmu | 
а оао. "but Yahoo menos bee ni we 
y more than à у 
scheme ia bull's eye, WAIN YO is 
pie “That news site may Just 
closely. 


coffee time. 
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The Other Side of the Line 
In early 2001, macfarlane cohryinc. advertising underwent a Р 
complete rethinking of its ona Like most movements of revolt, a few, new, popular 

thoughts and behavior changes have taken root in the not. 
We went through a relentless reconsideration of our motives, underground. As Guy Debord wrote, "revolution isnot showing | 
a weighing of our professional behavior, and re-examined our 1 life to people, t but making 3 them live." TU == 
souls as professed optimistic malcontents in the business of і 
advertising. We spent week after week opening our minds, Magazines and: websites dedicated to “alternative social 
debating, meditating, reading, listening and considering every thought” are springing up everywhere. The ‘common editorial 
possible option, including closing our doors forever. denominations include a desire for calm, simplicity, peaceful 


(and in some cases, en) social resistance, eastern 
What kept us moving forward was the realization that we were Spirituality and countless degrees of raging anti-consumerism. 
heretics and renegades who yearned for deep, profound change. || (The current ironic horror can be found in marketing boardrooms 
We took a deep breath and together, drew a line, deep and wide || Where experts have identified the “anti-marketing” movement 
in the proverbial sand. On one side lies the mainstream world of || 35 the latest new marketing segment. Do they actually 

ad agencies (and business in geheral) that we questioned and read Adbusters?) 


deemed improper and utterly indefensible. 
The work, earn, acquire, spend, consume treadmill is losing a 


We crossed the line at a gallop. And found that the other side of Ке pedestrians every бау. Many are turning to a new kind of 
thatline is vast, exciting and challenging, but sadly, quite vacant. " 19019160, introspective luxury. Others are taking yoga and t'ai 
We quickly realized that we required the establishment ofa new Chi classes and frequenting holistic/natural food centers. 
business that could live, think, work, and breathe, well on our 
side of that line. 

‚human soul 


We began by clearly defining our enemies, We are against greed , 
and corporate politics at all levels, of any kind. we are steadfastly | OUT vision anticipates a fundamental social change, where 9 


agajhst the ongoing devaluation of the modern workforce. increasingly disconnected individuals are searching deeper than 
We detest outside/investor ownerships, where others whose ever before. Searching for something behind and beyond the 
only concern is personal wealth can vote on and influence a Clever formulaic advertising, the website and the customer 
unique company's vision. We loathe any strategy or plan that Service phone tree. 
operates based on wealth, greed and security for the few and 
uncertainty, disrespect and disregard for the many. We treat 
mediocrity as vele Bite fight against an industry that 
seeks to cover the worl logos and reduce human potential | When we discover something positive, refreshing and surprising 
behind a company's traditional brand facade - something 


meaningful, healthy, human and real - a deeper, m 
viral relationship begins. y з 


So, whatis marketing's responsibility in this world? Art 
'ewe 
Join hands and sing someone else's tune? р 


‚And one thing's for certain. 


to the endless desire for the illusion of material happiness. |, 
“when | get THAT, then (C be happıy 

if many of our contemporaries are correct, and advertising is 

truly anart rather than a science, then we knew we needed to 





live and behave more like an artists' guild or a family than a Brands, agencies. and companies of the future now have an 
corporation, more like equal partners than as management, enormous opportunity: to create and stand for something deeper 
foremen and laborers. But at the end of the day, what pulled us | Uan a slogan, a logo ora jingle. The brands that move forward to 
forward towards a new vision most strongly also included: Connect the brand message with not only the consumer, but with 


their own culture; the brands that are recognizable and 
1. The erosion of popular institutions and traditions. As always, believable both inside and outside the boardroom: the brands 


people are searching in the outer darkness for something that place great emphasis on social responsibility; the brands 
to believe in. that are unafraid of an elegant, honest, t truthful, public debate — 
— they are the brands that will succeed in the 21st century. —— 


2. The new cult of tribal brands. The result is all around us. d » А 
This then, is the journey, the true movement we can share. 


3. Therumblings of brand revolt. There are some cracks in 
the edifice. 


Тата graphic designer. Visually, Lam 
capable of selling а toothbrush that is 
sold for $11.95 plus tax, but costs less 
than a cent to produce. People like me 
get our rocks off knowing that 270,000 
pounds of French fries are sold each year 
because of the little picture of the “combo 
deal” on the menu. We overlook the fact 
that half to three quarters of those fries 
are not consumed. [am the tool your 
corporate enemy uses in its ascent to 
human domination, and Lam a strong 
supporter of your cause. 
The corporate world is a power 
trip. We decide every move a 
person makes during their 
half-hour shopping spree at 
the local Wal-Mart. Do you 
think the 99 cent picture 
frame/key chain is placed at 
the cash register - where you 
are forced to look at it for 
more than two minutes - by 
coincidence? If it helps to hear 
it from the horse's mouth, 
America is going to hell at the 
hand of materialism. Eight- 
year-olds shouldn't be wearing 
Tommy Hil or concerning 
themselves with Abercrombie 
& Fitch t-shirts. Car buyers 
shouldn't get four-wheel drive 
on their Lexus suvs. And for 
crying out loud, America 
should get off its ass and. 
experience its country's beauty 
in person rather than from 
behind a television set or 
PlayStation console. 
Ido not mean to sound hypocritical. 
I will continue to make the art and the 
ads if you guys continue to dissolve its 
materialistic merit. I say continue to 
scribble over Nike swooshes, duct tape 
over Hurley logos and establish Bu 
Nothing Days. Empower the individual 
to think for him or herself. There is more 
to life than the clothes you wear, the pig 
piss you smell like and the French fries 
you bought and didn’t eat. 
JAKE KNIGHT 
Greenville, South Carolina 




















Wouldn't it be great if there was a 
Buy-Use-Discard logo similar to the 
Reduce-Reuse-Recycle logo that could 
easily be stuck onto disposable products? 








Wouldn't it be great if some graphic 
designers had a contest to see who could 
design such a logo? 
HARV TEITELBAUM 
Evergreen, Colorado 





We need a symbol. The black dot is 
ingenious and everyone should continue 
to use it. However, I prefer to stimulate 
on-site discussion of my symbols, and 
carry them with me alw 
safety pin. "Too simple," you say. But 
you may be surprised how many people 
inquire why one is wearing a safety pin 





Ss. [wear a 





ARTIST CLINTON BOISVERT PLACED 37 'FEAR' BOXES IN NEW YORK'S 
UNION SQUARE SUBWAY STATION, DECEMBER 11, 2002. POLICE SHUT 
DOWN THE STATION FOR SIX HOURS, AND CHARGED BOISVERT WITH 
DISORDERLY CONDUCT AND RECKLESS ENDANGERMENT. 





on their lapel or t-shirt. My immediate 
t's my anti-war symbol.” 
IRIS M.A. APPELQUIST 
Kansas City, Kansas 





response: 


After a change of government, the 
Pakistan Advertising Agency has banned 
advertising of tobacco products on local 
and private TV stations. The new rules: 
no imported cig no photos of 
models with cigarettes; no soft selling and 
no hard selling. They can only promote 
cigarettes through product reviews and 
company profiles. I hope this isa big step 
towards utopia. 





arette ads; 








SHARJEEL AHMAD 
Karachi, Pakistan 


In "Can Designers Think Outside the 
Zommercial Box?" [Adbusters $44], 
Nathan Shedroff asks, “When was the 
last time a bumper sticker changed your 
habits, your behavior or your politi 
opinion?" The factis, it may have been a 
long time. But the question must then be 
asked, “When was the last time a Coca- 
la poster made you crave a Coke?" 
The problem is not in the posters he calls 
“one-dimensional and emotion-driven 
caricatures," but in the disproportionate 
number of, for example, Nike ads as 
opposed to posters for human rights. 
One poster or campaign 
might not effect change, 
but many over long, 
periods of time can. 
RAINER SEE. 
By email 














Here Iam, a year out of ad 
school, no job, and only 
that sad, bitter taste in the 
back of my throat, Igo to 
offices full of big, shin: 
pencils and listen to fat, 
old men tell me how they 
started out in the mail 
room. Inod my head and 
compliment them on their 
ugly fucking shoes. I 
watch their reels of shit 
and force а sad, empty 
laugh out of the bottom 
of my stomach, and they 
stand there believing that 
they are important. It's 
enough to make you cry. To sit looking 
at this sad, smug bastard in ugly shoes, 
and realize he is who you are trying to be. 
I hate advertising. I hate the way it 
softens my brain as I wait for the weather 
report, and how it makes me never turn 
ona radio anymore. I hate how it talks to 
me from the side of a bus, on the back of 
my coaster, in my face while Pve got my 
dick in my hand. The only problem is, 
Ilove to do it. Hay awake at night and 
think up ads. I watch TV and flip to 
commercials. My headhunter calls and 
Iget excited, I don’t know if 1 live in 
denial. I can’t decide if am becoming 
what I despise or despising what I hope 
to become. 























MIKE BROOKS 
Atlanta, Georgia 


CULTURAL REVOLUTION 
IS OUR BUSINESS 


We аге а loose global network of artists, writers, 
environmentalists, ecological economists, media- 
literacy teachers, reborn Lefties, ecofeminists, 
downshifters, high school shit-disturbers, campus 
rabble-rousers, incorrigibles, malcontents and 
green entrepreneurs. We are idealists, anarchists, 
guerrilla tacticians, pranksters, neo-Luddites, 
poets, philosophers and punks. Our aim is to topple 
existing power structures and forge a major 
rethinking of the way we will livein the 21st 
century. We want to change the way information 
flows, the way institutions wield power, the way TV 
stations are run, the way the food, fashion, 
automobile, sports, music and culture industries 
set their agendas. Above all, we want to change 
the way we interact with the mass media and the 
way in which meaning is produced in our society. 


FIND OUT MORE 
Visit the Culture Jammers Campaign Headquarters. 
www.adbusters.org 


TALK TO US 

editor@adbusters.org 
artdirector@adbusters.org 
campaignsQadbusters.org 
webmaster@adbusters,org 
subscriptions@adbusters.org 
info@adbusters.org 
media-pr@adbusters.org 

Tel: 604.736.9401 - Fax: 604.737.6021 
1243 West 7th Avenue, 

Vancouver, British Columbia, V6H 187, Canada 


JOIN OUR NETWORK 
Send a blank email tojammers@adbusters.org 
toreceive news releases, campaign bulletins and 
strategic updates. 


WATCH THE CULTURE JAMMERS VIDEO 
Order it online at www. adbusters.org or call. 
1-800-663-1243, or fill out the subscription. 
insert card. 


USE US 

We area full-service advocacy advertising agency 
ready to create your next social marketing campaign 
- if the cause is right. powershift@adbusters.org 


REPRINT US 
Email for permission to reprint our editorial and visual 
content. reprints@adbusters.org 


‘SUPPORT US 
Ме are a non-profit organization that welcomes 
donations and grants in four areas: 
+ То help Adbusters grow into an activist journal 
available in English, Spanish, French and German 
versions on newsstands around the world. 
+ Tohelp us buy airtime for our social marketing 
campaigns. 
* Tohelp us pay for our legal battles. 

Tohelp us launch the Blackspot sneaker. 


Please support our work: In the US write a check to 
Tides Foundation/Media Foundation and send it to the 
above address. In Canada and overseas write a 
cheque to Adbusters Media Foundation. Donate 
online at www.adbusters.org /information /donate 
For more information please contact 

Lara Honrado: 604.736.9401 or lara@adbusters org, 


WWW.ADBUSTERS.ORG 





>>OPEN SOURCE 


Adbusters is looking for hacktivists, 
on-line inventors and the whole wide 
tribe of radical geeks. We're taking 
activism to the open source with two 
big corporate-busting projects. 


35 now vo we build a better bar-code 
scanner? This one will be pocket 
sizeand packed with activist info. 
Pick up a product, swipe the code - 
and watch for the light. Green 
means go. Red means your dollars 
were about to pay for sweatshop 
labor, tobacco ads, clearcut log- 
ging, frankenfoods or any of a 
dozen other corporate crimes. Back 
home, the scanner downloads the 
codes to call up in-depth research 
for consumer action. 














SS AOL TIME WARNER is the ultimate 


symbol of media mega-mergers 
Now the company is vulnerable. 
The market is zonked, ad sales are 
dead and government snoops want 
to look at the books, Now we 
launch a consumer boycott. Of 
course, that means we'll need the 
complete list of AOL's multi-mil- 
lions of subscribers. But how? 
Because the moment we get our. 
hands on that list, we'll make 
mega-media bite its own tail, 








LET THE TINKERING BEGIN 
www.adbusters.org/opensource 





ART CONTRIBUTORS #46 


Andres Serrano 
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My girlfriend and I lost our jamming 
virginity last night. The Fleet überbank 
recently remodeled their arms and we 
had the misfortune of using one. As 

we walked into the empty space, 
photosensors detected our presence and 
fired up a bunch of monitors and speakers 
that softly cooed stories of how great it 
isto be a Fleet small business account 
holder, etc., while we attempted to 
withdraw our money. There was no way 
to escape the mind-invasion. So we took 

a stack of Fleet's deposit receipts and 
covered each monitor with messages like, 
“How about some art or music instead?”, 
“I'm already a customer, dammit!” and 
the witty “Fleet ads fucking suck.” 

We were at least able to make other 
customers think about the advertising 
onslaught going on around them. 

The speakers remained free to prattle 
their inane messages to all comers, but 
only because we didn’t have anything 
thin enough to reach through the grill to 
the speaker cones, We'll be ready next 
time, though. 








DAVID RAYMOND 
Cambridge, Massachusetts 


On the last Friday before Christmas, 
my friends and I were trying to decide 
on something “worth doing.” After a 
moment of silence, someone spurted 
out, "Let's egg the Gap.” The mood 
changed instantly. 

Knowing Saturday would be the 
busiest shopping day of the year, we 
drove across the city to a Gap store in an 
egotistical, over-priced area. Two dozen 
eggs and a screaming Gap alarm later, 
we left with rushing adrenaline and 
smirks that no shit-eating sweatshop 
owner could ever wipe off. [know 
nothing productive came from this 
action, but after feeling the egg leave my 
hand and watching the little oval fly 
toward the giant front windows, I felt 
fucking great. It helps that it was minus 
20 degrees, because egg just isn’t that easy 
to clean up when it's frozen. 

CAPTAIN CANUCK 
Calgary, Alberta 


Using the most popular file sharing 
program, I have created my own form 

of internet culture jamming. I take images 
and drawings and rename them; for 





example, when someone downloads 
“hot young 14-year-old virgin with two 
guys.jpeg” they actually get an image that 
says, “Hello honey, it’s your mother. 
Hope everything is okay. Ilove you.” 
While most people get back to me with 
very angry responses, I've noticed that 
sometimes my pranks proliferate. 
MIKE ELKOUSSY 
Montreal, Quebec 


Where did the idea come from of a 
private citizen discovering some possibly 
lucrative natural resource (copper, 
lumber, oil) on a piece of land (say, in 
America), claiming it for themselves, then 
proceeding to extract and process that 
resource and market it to the public all 
for their private profit. Where did that 
originate? Where is the logic in allowing 
a single human to suddenly own 
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something that is a part of our ecosystem? 

It's absurd. And capitalism as practiced in 
precisely that unsustainable way is what 
is driving our world toward total death. 

JOSHLYN KAUFMAN 

Seattle, Wasbington 


We have a campaign called Pro- 
Degradation. The main slogan is “Use it 


MISS WORLD CONTESTANTS, MALDIVES, NOVEMBER 2000 


allup now," and the message is that, 

in order to save the planet from 
ourselves, we should consume as quickly 
as possible everything that makes life 
tenable for the human race. Buy more, 
war more, breed more, drive more! Pro- 
Deg's goal is to bring about our own 
extinction within three generations, 
which may be fast enough that we don’t 
take every other living organism with us. 
The true goal, of course, is to wake 
everyone up to our insane and 
destructive habits. 

We created an interactive public 
artexhibit (displayed on a derelict 
building on the main street of the nearest 
town) which created a satisfying buzz. 
We have articles, 

a manifesto and a full shoot of the 
exhibit, which is now available to go on 
the road. We are now in touch with 
campus activists, hoping that they will 
have fun taking Pro-Deg to the 
generation that has to reckon with the 
degradation we all have caused. 
DONNA SHEEHAN & PAUL Ri L 
Marshall, California 





| can'tstop dreaming about my youth soccer team, the team | quit 12 
years ago to focus on more important things. І can’t stop dreaming about 
rejoining them, taking my position back as their. sweeper and defending 
again our goal against all attackers. | walked away, abandoning the mouth 
of the goal and my keeper, who has Since gone mad. He was а keeper in 
the truest Sense, a keeper by birth, and all true keepers have their limits, 
their points of no return. True keepers never, in reality, clear their net. | 
dream of devolving. If | could get back | would have my face painted, my 
uniform tattooed and never: Stray from that field again. | would defend 
that goal into eternity. | have returned in my dreams and in reality, and am 
there continually, Screaming out, screaming for our return to action. 
There are other voices, other boys from other ‘teams, their uniforms too 
dilapidated, to tattered to be discerned, We are the lost defenders and 
have returned to find our field beseiged and in ruin. tis now a waste of 
beer and aerosol cans, ticket Stubs, discarded prophylactics. And the 
goal, the goal itself, has been plundered. 


Brad Hargett 
New York, New York 
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FOR THE CHILDREN 


м 
The rising hills, the slopes, to NETS 
of statistics lu A e ls m 
lie before us. 

the steep climb A 

of everything, going up, N бф | Wechens 74 
up, as we all ‚ 

go down. 


In the next century 

or the one beyond that, 
they say, 

are valleys, pastures, 

we can meet there in peace 
if we make it. 


To climb these coming crests 
one word to you, to 
you and your children: 


stay together 
learn the flowers 
go light 








How do you say goodbye to wheat fields and hawthorns? To great horned owls and long-shadowed autumnal 
light? How do you pack up an entire adult life spent out west in pursuit of horizons, mountains and sunsets? 
You tell yourself you were really never from here. This brings you to your daughter. You just assumed she 
would leave first, fly out with her dreams like so many kids, to Portland, Seattle, Boise. Maybe even San 
Francisco. But leaving before her makes no sense. The order is all goofed up again, just like so many other 
times. She's left in a downtown studio apartment with а half-moon window in a century-old hotel that allows 
cats. “No, I don’t want to go with you. Don’t you understand? This is my home.” Where did she learn to 

use words like a scalpel? 

You've become untethered, on your way back east, to parents who have grown ill and who need your help. 
Time to pay them back. Time to grow up. They raised you correctly, so why is it so hard to do the right thing? 

In front of your house is a For Sale sign, one of three that will go up this spring on the block. Hundreds of 
houses are on the marker, The realtor ignores you, and instead zeros in on your wife in sisterly camaraderie. 
Diamonds, silver and lapis compete for space on the realtor's fingers. A brooch in the shape of a house glitters 
from the front of her suit. The jewelry reminds you of the all the engagement rings tossed into Idaho's Lake 
Coeur d’Alene by newly separated wives and abandoned brides-to-be. When those diamonds hit the water 
they become worthless. 

The realtor loves the cove ceiling, the built-in bookcase, the wood floors. She doesn’t hear your heart 
breaking, but she thinks the tub needs recaulking and the old, crumbling roof will ultimately drop the price. 
“It’s a buyers’ market, and the buyers are very demanding," she warns. “Just the other day this man from 
California...” 

Her diamonds sparkle as she pushes the contract across the kitchen table. This is what's called a “watershed 
moment.” The room spins; the walls close in, It’s finally down to pen on paper, a signature that confirms your 
move back to Illinois, the state where you were born and the highest elevation is 1,235 feet and the population 
is ті million — more than the combined populations of Washington, Idaho, Montana, Wyoming and Utah. 

Ina northwest Chicago suburb your mother waits for you to return, a vigil she began in 1973 when you were 
17 and all you owned fit into a trunk and a backpack. "ГІЇ believe it when I see it,” she says on the phone with 
a well-practiced sigh. How do you tell her that you're really not from there either? 

The realtor pulls more forms in triplicate out of her briefcase to sign, asks for a key, and suggests a home 
inspection. " Just in case the buyer has any concerns." She doesn't know about the wild ginger growing along 
the north side, and how you carried it down from Idaho's beleaguered clearcuts like it was gold. How it was a 
botanical miracle that it survived down here without cedar and shade; how it took root with its rough purple 
underside and reddish-brown flowers. How even in the deepest part of winter you can rub the leaves between 
your fingers, place them under your nose, and inhale a white pine forest and a thousand other unsolved 
mysteries. But right this moment you are wondering when you will see your daughter again. 

Outside, tiny fists of maidenhair ferns stir. Pointy green heads of irises poke through the wet soil. This time 
in late February, fat buds on the maple tree begin to crack and split. The white-crowned sparrows return with 
their electric head stripes. As the afternoons warm, mourning doves and house finches drop from the skies. In 
three months the strawberries will be ripe. The flax will wave, each feathery flower blooming for one glorious 
day. What is the value of all these riches? The neighborhood owls, flickers, magpies and waxwings; the rare 
hummingbird and sphinx moth, the roosting Swainson's hawk and silent heron? What is any of this worth? 

“We'll list itat $94,500, but be prepared to settle at around $90,000, because of the roof,” says the woman 
with the diamonds. She smiles. “This will be a fun house to sell." 

But while she is talking you are asking yourself, “When did I become such a coward? Where is my faith?” 
After all, flowers can be replanted from the seeds you take with you in a small envelope. You can learn the 
bright colors ofall the birds in Illinois. You can watch the sun move across a flat prairie and look for red foxes 
and luna moths. You can describe your discoveries in letters to your daughter and she will finally have the 
space she needs to breathe deeply. You can hold your mother's hand and you will feel her gratitude when 
she says, “My son, you are finally home." 

Stephen J. Lyons 





FORGETFUL. SHORT ATTENTION SPAN. 
I wasn’t always like this, alway 

Over time I began to see the same problem all around me, so 
many people complaining of bad memory. I realized then what I had 
been longing for. I longed to think, to sustain a thought = just one - 
without being distracted, and to think that thought to its furthest 
reach. What had been holding me back was a malady: a fear of 
depths rather than heights. 

The novelist José Saramago would call this the Age of Blindness. 





NABLE TO CONCENTRATE. 
s lingering on the surface. 














nfecting its nameless 





A plague sweeps through a nameless cit 
citizens. People suddenly go blind, for no explainable reason 
and without any warning. This is the contagion of Saramago's 
Blindness, only it's not the ordinary loss of sight, not the 

blindness of enveloping, 











darkness, but one in 
which all you can see is 

a luminous and 
impenetrable whiteness. 
Instead of seeing nothing, 
itisas though everything 
can be seen in every 

inst 
malign than any we've 
ever known. 

In this city of blindness, 
everything is ravaged. 
Rape and murde 
Corpses lie about 
unburied, and there is 
no food, no clean water; 


nt —a blindness more 





abound. 





everything is smeared 
with human filth. The 
city is destroyed and 
collapsed by the very 
people who built it. 
What drives them? 

I once heard it said that 


The Buddha, in the Fir 
Sermon: “The eye is a 
flame. Forms a 
Consciousness at the еу‹ 
aflame. Contact at the 
is aflame. And whatever 
there is that arises in 





е aflame 








true sight comes from 
the heart. 














Thad always imagined blindness would be a time for introspection, a time for the gaze to dependence on contact at 

turn back inward. Saramago's blind frenzy is different. Consciousness remains at eye level. the eye - experienced as 

The afflicted see only as far as the whites of their eyes, and there they remain, trapped at pleasure, pain, or neither 

the surface of themselves, while they continue to hold on to the illusion of sight. pleasure nor pain - that too 
The illusion із а fear of introspection, a blindness of memory, tradition, history is aflame.” 





blindness of rationality. The character referred to only as the girl with dark glasses says, 
"Inside us there is something that has no name, that something is what we are." In the 
white blindness, that something is lost. Or perhaps it's the cause of the blindness. 


He led me back into the depths. Romantic ideas of what we are. Illusions and reality. 
Saramago doesn't fail to remind us that people can get used to anything, especially if 
they have ceased to be people. 

He has created his allegory, The Cave, building а mega-mall on the ruins of Plato. It 
is The Center, a temple of commercial worship and a government all in one, a self- 
proclaimed divine power and the last place where god can still be found. It is the home 
of illusion, propagating and enforcing illusion as a way of life. The idea of the citizen is 
lost to antiquity, replaced by membership. Members of the Center actually live within 
the mall, never needing to leave their totally controlled mental and physical 





environment, their fortunes rising and falling with the marker. If Saramago's 
imagination seems to be in excess, then it’s time that you visited suburban California. 





Pitted against the Center isan old potter, whose livelihood is threatened by the 
Center's ruthless commercial policy. Trapped in the world of hard economic facts, the 
potter finds that he no longer serves a “useful purpose,” that his pottery no longer ha 
an "exchange value” or “use value” to keep up with the ever-changing “dictates of the 
market." 

The poor potter: he has. 
to leave his village to go 
live in the Center; his old- 
world wisdom, his 
compassion, his closeness 
to nature and his genuine 
humanity no longer mean 
a thing. He becomes a 
poor potter because he is 
of a dispossessed people. 
À little too romantic, a 
little too wise, they prefer 
to passively retreat to the 
shadows of the world. 
They area transitional 
group who have not 
gathered their power 
beyond a nagging voice 
from inside: I will not. 
accept this indignit 

















Ihave a yearning for 
simplicity, and a childhood 
dream to disappear into the 
jungle. m struck by the 
term “go back” to nature. 
So many have lost their 
homes, their land, their 
villages, their trees = their 
artof life. А people who 
have been stripped of their 
human touch. A potter's 
sensitive hands that once 
knew, just by touching the 
clay, that itis the right 
composition, have been 
replaced by machines. 

I don't want to lose that 
brain-in-the-hands, as 
Saramago calls it. If you 
play an instrument or work 
with your hands, you may 
have noticed your hands 
moving 
of their own accord. That is 
perhaps the human touch? 
And what if we lose it and 
become all brain-in-the- 
head? Machine hands to 
machine minds. 





What's next? We find ourselves in caves within caves, First there 
was Plato’s cave, where we were chained to our struggle with 
illusion, doomed to see reality only in shadows and echoes cast into 
our darkness. That cave was buried and another one built, one in 
which we accepted a Mephistophelean pact to live within an 
illusion. Who knows what cave we might build on top 

of that? Let's just call this third cave the cave of the world. 


“The strawberries are losing their color, it won't be long before 
they are as white outside as they are beginning to be inside, 
which is why they taste like something that tastes of nothing.” 


Refqa Abu Remaileh 





It is possible to have it all: the casket, the cremation and the beautiful LifeGem. And 
there's no need to purchase а casket — some great rentals are available with tasteful, 
removable casket inserts. Premium metal caskets are the most popular today. Yes, 
wood still holds its classic charm, but imagine burnished bronze and butter-yellow 
velvet under candlelight. When the viewing is over, the casket insert is simply removed 
and sent for cremation. The option is now available to have the loved one's carbon 
captured in а patented process, then hyper-compressed into an actual LifeGem 
diamond. There is, of course, an additional charge. 




















cA pr З Р 
iei Dawn is just breaking, and the incense is burning, calling the birds. 
J Three unhurried men open the white shroud and draw the corpse 
out onto the cold stone. One shoos the lurking vultures away. 
Another hones his cleaver with strokes on the rock. He cuts a first 
strip of flesh and tosses ita short distance away, then sets to his 
work in earnest, The third man calls the birds, an odd warbling cry, 
and they come, a few dozen vultures and crows crowding in a 
muscle is pulled from bone, and bones from their sockets. The first 
man carries the meat to the circle of birds. Soon the body is little but 
red-greased bones, and the men reach for mallets. One says a few 
words and then caves in the skull, crushes it to splinters and grinds 
the shards with a heavy stone. Already, some of the vultures are 
taking the air. The crows pick at the smallest pieces, and in an hour 
orso, itis over. 











The family has decided against cold storage. There will be no formal 
viewing or any other fanfare. With water from a neighbor's house, 
the body is washed, the hands brought together on the chest, and the 
whole wrapped in white cotton. They bring no Ganges water, rice, 
flowers or coins to the cremation, though later they spread the bones 
and ashes in the river. The last rites were performed with dedication, 
and ritual became unimportant. 



















On the way into the cemetery, it's going to be a spiritual or a dirge. 
On the way back out, it’s ragtime and swing. A jazz funeral. 
A celebration. 
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e fun anymore. 


y way to hav 
_tamsen turner 


living in denial of the world's problems is perhaps the onl} 











In the 1991 Gulf War, American pilots bombed a retreating Iraqi convoy. Most US media declined to publish this photo. 


